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Tanta eis morbi, atque uti tabes civium, animos invaſerat, ut cuncta plebis, novarum 


rerum ſtudio, Catalinæ incepta probabat. Nam ſemper in civitate, quibus opes nulle 


ſunt, bonis invident, malos extollunt : vetera odere, nova exoptant ;, odio ſuarum rerum, 
mutari omnia ſtudent ; turb et ſeditionibus fine curd aluntur ; quoniam egeſtas facile 
habetur ſine damno.—— Qui ubique probro aut pelulantia maxinie præſtabans; item 
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publicum alebat ;, quo minus mirandum eſt homines egentes, malis moribus, maxima ſpe, 
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To the Honourable 


* * * * 
Mr. 1 


With the preſent Miſcellaneous Collections. 


ße dona extrem 


W HI LE kings and patriots grace their lays, 


Pleas'd in the ſtrain a while to live; 


Their poets ſhare the hero's praiſe, 


And half th' applauſe they ſeem to give. 


If *** adorns th' ambitious ſong, 
In fair, but native colours ſhewn ; 

As we his worth in verſe prolong, 
We add a luſtre to our own. 


Tho' modeſty conceals a name, 


His country's boaſt, and Britains pride; 
It only ſerves to ſhew that fame 
More beauteous, which it ſtrives to hide. 


The 


DEDICATION 
The wretch's mournful brow to chear, 
And ſooth the ſoul with pangs opprelt ; 
To dry the widow's falling tear, 


And glad the ſighing orphan's breaſt : 


Theſe pious cares to forrow kind, 
As now her mournful ſons repine, 
Which long inſpir'd a PaRENT's mind, 


Shall once, lov'd Youth, TEVIVE in ns 


0 Or < =« form 4 race, oh, add a praiſe, 
By thy alliance made more fair; 


The noble {till to nobler raiſe, 
And grace each title which you ſhare. 


Not the proud ſtile, or garter'd knee, 
Her prudent paſſion cou'd enflame ; 
Who told the world, when match'd to thee, 
She choſe for worth as well as fame. 


DEDICATION 


Thy ſmiling Cham henceforth ſhall glide | 
More proudly, and more pleas d along 
Boaſting thy lyre upon his ſide, 
So often breath'd its tuneful ſong. 


Whoſe rival ſwains now left alone, 
Leſs penſive, in their ſhades repine ; 
With tewer tears thy abſence moan, 


Which gives them leave to pleaſe and ſhine, 


"Thus the fiir nymphs of Yenus train, 
Who grace her ſteps on /4g's hill, 

With all their beauty ſtrive in vain, 
When ſhe is near, to pleaſe or kill. 


Thy 7ullys powers ſhall once be thine, 
To melt the heart, and ſoul engage ; 
In youth inſtructed to refine 
The taſte and ſenſe of bluſhing age. 
Wbile 


DEDICATION. 


While ſenates liſt' ning to thy voice, 
Or guided by thy matchleſs skill; 
In his lov'd image ſhall rejoice, 


And own they hear the FATRHER ſtill. 


While thy chalte heart its glories draws 


From the fair actions it befriends ; 
Pleas'd only with the great applauſe 
Which truth inſpires, and virtue lends, 


Oh, if the muſe can boaſt a pow'r 
(Thy Newton clos d, and Locke thrown by) 


To draw away thy ſoul one hour 


From fame's purſuit, and beauty's eye. 


Here view the ſcenes together brought 


Where faction rails, and madneſs raves ; 


And all that wiſdom ever taught, 
When Walpole plans, or Hardwick ſaves. | 
Here 


DEDICATION 


Here ſee the wreath and lawrel tore 


From treaſon's brow, and envy's creſt; 


Fach dying on thoſe ſhafts they bore 
Aloft, to pierce their country's breaſt. 


While thy pleas'd thought applauds the care 
Of Britain's guardians thro the ſong ; 
That fame, their wiſdom ſhews ſo fair, 


That power, their ſchemes have made ſo ſtrong. 


With the rich gifts that grace the age, 
Thy patriot's ſcorning to be ſeen ; 

With ſenſe and parts, inſpir'd by rage, 
With honour, nurſs d by ſpite or ſpleen. 
Smile then upon thy poet's verſe, 

Which bids the world and thee adieu; 
"Twill ſhed a fragrance round his herſe, 
If pity'd, or bemoan'd by you. 


A 


DEDICATION. 


Twill for life's ſilent cares atone, 


Which now each penſive hour attend, 
To have it wrote upon his ſtone, 


That * * * * was once his muſe's friend. 


Till then, in virtue's cauſe engag'd, 
From great, oh riſe to greater ſtill; 
And what thy paſt have long preſag d, 
May thy fair future years fulfil. 


Thus nurs d in arms great Philip's ſon 
The diſtant view of glory fir'd 7 „„ 


And all the wreaths the monarch won, 


In thought before the yourh acquir d. 
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ORIGINAL PoE Mus, Ge. 


Vindicta Britannica; an Ode 15 the real Patriot: . 


occaſioned by the declaration of war Ai 
Spain. 


HRO UG H the dark ſtorm, and angry tide 
Britains ſtrong veſſel proudly ſteers; 


And taking W--Le--Lz for her guide, 
No foe regards, or danger fears. 
Around her brow they each look fair, 
And add by turns to her renown, 
Whether her iſle is pleas d to wear 
'The lawrel, or the olive crown. 
B Do. 
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If ſmiling peace her empire charms, 


Peace here ſhall fix her golden reign ; 


If war excites her ſons to arms, 


Her fleets ſhall curb and awe the main. 


| Pleas'd to behold her fame com pleat, 


With counſel join'd, when power unites 
Whoſe arms no rival ſhall defeat 
While prudence guides, and courage fights. 


Let Happock's vengeful colours ſpread 
Like RALEIGH“'s once acroſs the air; 
Fill ev'ry heart with equal dread, 
Wake in each breaſt the ſame deſpair. 


Tell Spain, if Britons are her foes, 


How vain a fame her troops purſue, 


Who, e'er they conquer, muſt oppoſe 
The greateſt ſtrength, and wiſdom too. 


Whoſe king bas found a pious way 
To humble thoſe, his power who {light ; 
Who keeps his flect at * home to pray, 
And ſends his + faints abroad to fight. 


* The two rich prizes were taken in view of the Spani iſh fert, Hing in Cadiz 
harbour. 

+ The image of Si. Antonio is placed on. the decks of all. the Spanif ſhips that go 
abroad, and is addreſs'd to with great ſolemnity, in all diſtreſſes and dangers. 


All 
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All tongues, at laſt, thy plans avow 
Juſt to the ſubject and the throne; 
Take then the wreath from Fleurys brow, 


And plant it fairer on thy own. 


Whoſe verdant leaves a light ſhall ſhed, 
Dear to each faithful Briton's eye, 

And throw a luſtre round thy head 
When whelm'd in ſhade, his glories die ! 


Whoſe altar ſhall the ſage invoke 

His fame to reſcue from decay? 
Who views the ſchemes of ages broke, 

And loſt - - - by one important day! 
See the great iſſues of an hour! 

Arm' d navies crowding ev ry ſhore! 


And Philip trembling at that power 
He proudly ſeem'd to ſcorn before. 


While Bourbon's eye looks fad, to view 
Thoſe flects, which half his realms afright, 
His lillies caſt a fainter hue, 


That blaz'd before with fulleſt light. 


Aw'd then no more by Iher's pride, 
Aſſert thy empire o'er the main; 
While nations, which thy force deride, 
Tremble, great iſle ; - - - tho' they diſdain, 
--—W 4 


Let 


4 
Let thy dire flags, where er they flow, 
Terror and fear around diſplay, 


The rock it ſelf a kinder foe, 
The tempeſt dreaded leſs than they! 


Shake then Madrid, with all her towers, 
Be round her walls thy lightnings ſeen ; 
While o'er her realms thy vengeance pours 
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Thoſe ſhafts, which juſtice makes more keen. 


Tell her pale king, he muſt behold 

His wealths return no more with joy ; 
Who drains each mine, and weighs his gold 2 

For Gzoxcr and Britain to deſtroy | | 
Place full before his aking fight 
Thy ſquadrons form'd in dire array! 
His ſoldiers dread, his navies flight, 

And loſt Meſſna's bleeding day, 
Fix in his heart the ſelf-ſame dread 

His realms once felt, when o'er the main 
ELIz à's loudeſt thunder ſpread 

The floating wrecks of half his Spain. 


Wiſe to the wiſe, ah ſtill appear, 
Whoe'er thy pious care diſclaims | 


Still the ſame courſe of virtue ſteer 
With the ſame zeal, whoever blames. 
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To gain thy foes a little eaſe, 

And leave a theme for St. F- ſong, 
When we have neither war nor peace, 

We'll own thy ſchemes may then be _— 


Guarding till then thy i injur'd iſle, 

Add to her power the longeſt date ; 
Leſs envy'd for thy ſovereign's ſmile, 

And Britain's love, than Danvers hate. 


Vain is the fatire's keeneſt ſpight 
In thy calm breaſt a pang to raiſe ; 


When thus thy angry foes unite 
To make thee lov'd, and give thee praiſe ! 


Great ſage ! what magic haſt thou found, 
Thy boſom's quiet to maintain! 

When the ſame hand, that gives the wound, 
Removes the ſmart, and ſooths the pain. 


Thus when the ſun each morn awakes, 
And envious damps his glory ſhroud, 
He ſcatters wide the miſt, and takes 
A fairer beauty from the cloud. 


Let her brave ſons in concord meet, 

And Britain her own peace maintain; 
Madrid then arms her coward fleet, 
With half her realms, and both in vain. 


Bid 
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Bid our fierce paſſions ceaſe to glow, 

By thy kind voice at laſt ſuppreſt ; 
And pour thoſe ſhafts upon the foe, 

Which pierc'd ſo long thy country's breaſt. 


Oh live to view this fair deſign, 
On thy paſt fame a glory caſt, 

Thou like the ſun ſhalt then decline, 
Which keeps his brighteſt beams till laſt. 


. Tho' the great planet all the day 
| Chears the glad world, and charms the fight P 
Yet when he ſets, his ſetting ray 
Streams from his orb with faireſt light. 


Peace cheriſh'd long, and nurs'd by ons; 
Gave to thy life its firſt renown ; 
BRITAIN AVENG D, and COMMERCE FREE, 


Its laſt great ſcenes with fame ſhall crown. 


In life's decline, that calm repoſe 
Which ſweetens age, chuſe then to taſte ; 
And having quell'd all other foes, 
Let Spain and ENV y be the laſt. 


| Rome's 3 thus with glory tir' d, 


Wiſely for eaſe exchanging fame, 
Loſt, in ſome peaceful ſhade retir d, 


The ſtateſman's or the warrior's name. 


Here, 
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Here from each woe their country freed, 
By their own toil, the wiſe and brave, 

To ſhare that reſt themſelves agreed, 
Which to the world their virtues gave. 


Eas d then of pomp, its weight reſign, 
Which does thy boſom's peace deſtroy; 
That conſcious fame, and gladneſs chine, 


The virtuous only can enjoy. 


In vain her charms ſhall grandeur ſpread; 
More pleas d, tho' diſtant now, to ſee 
All Europe's kings, or court, or dread 
One ſcepter, made fo ſtrong by thee. 


Verſes to Peter Delme, Eſq; on his marriage with 
Miſs Shaw, oh daughter of Jr John 0 
Bart. 


ANCY in love too long has claim'd a part, 

And the eye.choſe much oft'ner than the heart: 
The fair been deem'd too long the fav'rite bride, 
While outward grace was every gift beſide : 

From the bright feature if the arrow flew, 

No ſhaft beſide was wanted to ſubdue ; 

Pleas d with the prize, the ſoul grew fond and lor d, 
Each ſmile and look the raviſh'd ſenſe approv'd : 


4 
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To ſearch for theſe, was all the lovers s care, 
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And good eſteem'd a meaner gift than fair. 
The flowing ſtep and dance, the ſong and dreſs, 
Merits choſe out in modern maids --- to bleſs. 


Seldom did real worth the ſoul enthral, 


The lovely cheek, ſoft voice and eye, were all; 
The volatile and vain their captives. boaſt, 
The virtuous only an unheeded toaſt. 


In thy wiſe choice both love and judgment meet, 
Thy paſſion thoughtful, and thy flame diſcreet. 
External form, too weak to melt and move, 

"Tis ſomething more that warms thy breaſt with love. 
From faireſt worth its birth thy paſſion takes, 
And reaſon owns the choice which fancy makes 


While her mix'd beauties, which by turns ſurpriſe, 


Now touch thy heart, and now detain thy eyes; 
In nature's ſofteſt mould each beauty caſt, 

That faireſt ſtill you view or doat on laſt : 

'Tis neither this nor that can long employ, 
While al] conſpire to give thy ſoul its Joy 


Trvs wa ds gems of night attract our eyes, 


We know not from what ſtar the luſtre flies; 


None can decide which moſt allures his fight, 
When all diffuſe the fame ſoft beams of light. 
BLESS D 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms, c. 


BI Ess D youth! what raptures muſt thy ſoul employ, 


When beauty's ſelf gives but a ſecond joy? 
When the bright Nymph, her triumphs to fulfil, 


Can throw her charms aſide --- yet conquer ſtill ? 


(As rubies, which as ſtrong a light unfold, 
And pour a luſtre round, without their gold.) 
With ev ry outward grace whoſe cheek can part, 


Yet ftill have power to pleaſe, and reach the heart. 


Tho' of one joy depriv'd, you ſtill muſt live, 
To know your heaven has nothing more to give; 
It's richeſt bleſſings your's, beyond its power 

To ſhed another on the bridal hour: 

To one lov'd form delighted to impart 


Grace, without pride; and virtue, void of art. 


Ou Britiſb youth, by thy example taught, 
No more with ſmiles allur d, or titles caught, 
The fair addreſſing, ſhall their taſte improve, 
Mix thought with paſſion, ſenſe unite with love; 
Shall place deſert alone before their eye, 

Nor ſigh for coronets, for brilliants die ; 


Virtue no more for vanity ſhall quit, 


Or worth decline, to doat on wealth or wit: 


Beauty in none, the lover's eye ſhall ſee, 


But thoſe, oh choſen bride! who pleaſe like thee 
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Whoſe cheek ſhall always warm, and breaſt inſpire, 

And make poſſeſſion ardent as deſire. 2 
Be pleaſing ſtill, when beauty wears away, 

The fleeting ſhort-liv'd phantom of a day. 


TEE lover's heart ſoft features oft inſpire 
Good nature ſome, good ſenſe does others fire; 


Birth has an many fix'd love's gentle chain, 


Virtue on more, and life without a ſtain : 


Where theſe all meet, the eye and ſoul to move, 


T he eye muſt wonder, and the ſoul muſt love; 
Tho' ſcarce from choice can that ſoft paſſion flow, 
Where to adore, is only firſt to know. 


On the late King's leaving Hanover, when he 
came firſt to England to receive the crown. 


AD ſolemn ſcene | when Britain's voice 


Invites her monarch to renown; 


With ſighs he makes a throne his choice, 


And with reluctance takes her crown. 


See | the great hero ſcarce decides, 
Nor knows whoſe wiſhes to obey, 
While one fond realm his abſence chides, 


And one ſtill courts his longer ſtay ! 


Oh 
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Oh ſtop thy ear ! oh turn thy eyes, 
Unus'd to view a nation's moan | 
Thou canſt not ſure attend their cries, 
Nor with thy ſubjects, mix thy own! 
Too well thy conſcious virtue knows, 
Why in each breaſt ſuch anguiſh lives; 
Nor wilt refuſe to ſhare thoſe woes, 


Thy mournful abſence ever gives! 


Whoſe peoples ſighs and fond deſires, 
As now he takes a fad adieu, 
And from each aking heart retires, 


Afflict him ſtill ; and ftill purſue. 


Till from their grief as he withdraws, 
To gain Britannia's deftin'd coaſt, 2 
Faint and more faint in her applauſe 


Their leſs'ning ſorrows all are loſt. 


Myſterious ! that his country's love 

| Shou'd &er afflict the hero's mind? 
That her reluctant ſighs ſhould move 
His breaſt, to wiſh her not fo kind? 


Who now unable to compoſe 
I be paſſion in his breaſt that lies, 
Tries to accuſe their grateful woes, 
Yet chides em with o'erflowing eyes. 
C 2 
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That 
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That eye, impatient to engage 

The proudeſt foe, without its fears ; 
Cou'd better bear an army's rage, 
Than thus behold his peoples tears. 


The pointed ſpear, the flying dart, 
The creſt or helmet might diſdain ; 

But while their ſighs fly round his heart, 
The creſt is weak, the helmet vain. 


The hotteſt ſun thus wants a power 
To break the hard and ſtubborn clay, 

Which from a ſoft diſſolving ſhower 
Receives the drops, and melts away. 

But now he ſails - a-croſs the main 

| A thouſand eyes as faſt purſue ; 

Which weeping, give his heart a pain, 


Tho' Britain's crown is now in view. 


On no unkind relentleſs foe 


They charge the orief each boſom bears, 


To his great worth their pangs they owe, 
And blame his virtue for their tears. 


T was this that brib d Britannias voice 
To call their hero to renown; 

T was this that fix d her envy'd choice, 
Gave them deſpair, and him a crown. 


OrrGiNAL PoE Ms, &c: 


His ſaving arm, unkindly brave, 
His country can no more enjoy; 
While thoſe the father's love wou'd ſave, 
The — glory does deſtroy 1! 


With anxious hearts, and guſhing yo, 
Each kindly envies his renown ; 
And whelm' d with grief, to Britain cries, 
" Give back our king --- and take your crown. 


cc Tho ber complaints the fovereign mov d 
« To hear, and haſten to her aid; 
« He cannot there be more belov'd, 
e Altho' he lives by more obey'd. 


cc Pity! our wiſhes to withſtand, 

% His fame beyond his empire flew : ; 
„Thoſe ſeas, which bounded his command, 
« Had not confin'd his glory too. 


« While to ourſelves our grief's unkind, 
« Striving the hero to detain, 
« The ſighs we breathe aſſiſt the wind, 
« The tears we ſhed augment the maig.! * 


Thus the great orb that rules the day, 
In limits ſcorns to be confin'd ; 
And rolling on his glorious way, 
Is, to each earth he viſits, kind; 


Each 
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Each happy empire, where he ſhines, 


Pertakes the bounty of the ſkies ; 
While in one region he declines 
But fairer in the next to riſe. 


Verſes occaſioned by the death of four children 
of Stamp Brooksbank, Eſq; who all died of the 
Small-Pox very young, in a month's time, and 
were interred in the Jame _ 


HOE'ER thou art, by pity led 
To theſe cold manſions of the dead ; 


If thou haſt left one ſingle tear, 
Oh, ſpare the drop, and ſhed it here 1 


Or if thy heart ſhou'd feel no pain 


For what theſe penſive urns retain; 


The marble where their aſhes ſleep, 


Will teach the hardeſt breaſt to weep. 


In the fad tomb before thy eye, 


As youth and beauty withering lie; 


Sigh o'er the moving ſcene, or own 
Thuy heart leſs pitying than the ſtone ! 
Death, as each fatal ſhaft he drew, 

In tears beheld em as they flew ;_ 


Did at his own ſucceſs complain, 
And his own triumphs view'd with pain. 


Nor does this ſolemn, filent gloom, 


Shade the dead only in their tomb; 
The living too have here a part, 


Which holds each anxious parent's heart. 


Oft from the grave each image brought 
By fancy to their penſive thought; 


As once in life, all beauteous ſhew, 

And nurſe in death, their pleaſing woe. 
Whoſe breaſt, now reſcu'd from deſſ pair, 
Removes the ſhrowd, and ſhews em fair; 


Till back each lov'd idea flies, 


And the ſtern grave recals its prize! 


No more in ſmiles they now agree 


To claſp the hand, or preſs the knee; 


On the fond father's arm to reſt, 


Or lean upon the mother's breaſt: 


What has the guiltleſs mind to fear, 


Oh death ! from thy derided ſpear ? 
When innocence diſpels the gloom, 


And ſheds a light around the tomb? 


Ye ſhades! of endleſs bliſs pofleſt, | 
Take to your bowers each ſmiling gueſt ; 
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So pure, ye need not theſe refine, 
With your own rays: above: to ſhine | 


E're yet they reach your ſeats above 
Of joys unmix'd, and boundleſs love; 
They have no frailties to atone, 

No ſtains to purge, or guilt to moan. 
See em in ſmiles reſign their breath; 
Dying, without the dread of death! 
Into each breaſt whoſe flying dart 
Inflicts the wound, without the ſmart, 


Would'ſt thou be taught, proud, wretched man! 


How frail thy hopes, how ſhort thy ſpan; 
Survey this grave, theſe urns explore, 
And viewing theſe, be vain no more! 


On life's weak thread no more rely ; 
Age muſt, and infancy may die ! 
Youth but infirm, on which we truſt, 
And beauty only fairer duſt. 


And thou, dear youth, but dear in vain, 
Accept this pious, penſive ſtrain! 

In lite, that praiſe ſhe often gave, 
The muſe now leaves upon thy grave. 


Oh think that paſſion void of art, 
Which moves and melts thy poet's heart ! 


Sincere 


ORIGINAL PoEMs, Oc. 17 
Sincere the ſigh, unfeign'd the woes, 
Which feels each tear before it flows. 


F'er heaven ſhall boaſt another prize, 
Lamented by ſo many eyes ; 

Its orbs above ſhall ceaſe to fly, 

And death on his own arrow die. 


On Miltow's Paradice loſt. 
MMOR TAL bard, accept the praiſe 
I Oft by the Muſes pay'd before; 
Nor bluſh to feel thoſe ſacred bays 
Surround thy brow, which Virgil wore. 
| Greece may her Iliad's worth proclaim, 
Proud Rome her rival Æneiad boaſt ; 
Vet each lament their poet's name, 


In thy ſuperior glory loſt. 


What paſſions does thy various muſe 
Into each glowing breaſt inſpire; 


By turns, love's gentle flame infuſe, 


Or warm it with the warrior's fire ? 


She leads the captive ſoul away, 
To ſcenes beneath, and now above; 
Bids it her different powers obey, 
And as ſhe guides - -- deſpair, or love. | 
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In each ſad heart what tender woe, 
Does our firſt parents guilt inſpire ; 
From their bleſt ſhades we view 'em go, 


And ſigh ourſelves as they retire |! 


Who but laments the hapleſs pair, 
Their fate who in thy numbers read ; 
Or who that marks their ſouls deſpair, 
But feels his own with anguiſh bleed! 
Can man's ſad eye a tear withhold, 
Or breaſt, a pitying figh reſtrain, 
In verſe like thine their ſtory told, 
And heaven by each implor d in vain? 


Acroſs the dreary, vathleſs vale, 

Moiſt with each exile's ſorrows made, 
They breathe, by turns, their mournful tale, 

And weep their woes to every ſhade. 
On the cold turf we view em lie, 

Beneath no arching palm, now ſpread 
No jeſs mine blooming to the eye, 

No banks of myrrh, to raiſe their head. 
Yet ſtill we ſee each ſilver ſtream, 

 Thro' Eder's ſhade the ſprings that play; 
While on the pleaſing, anxious theme, 

The foul, tho' fad, wou'd ever ſtay. 

The 


* 
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The flowers that breathe, the ſhrubs that blow, 
Round each clear fount the groves that ſtand, 

Nurs'd by thy muſe, as beauteous ſhew | 

As rang d at firſt by nature's hand. 


If beauty's eye demands thy ftrain, 


To thy fair Eve let Venus yield; 


When thy great warriors tread the plain, 


Let Rome's, let Sparta's leave the field. 


What is the earthly battle's rage, 
Or what the cannon's loudeſt found ; 
Compar'd to that where gods engage, | 
Where lightnings blaſt, and thunders wound ? 


Let Michael's mein awake thy dread, 


His waving ſword each fear alarm; 
The helm that glitters round his head, 
The ſhield that blazes on his arm 


While on yon fiery gulphs we gaze, 


Which every form of horror wear, 
We cannot think without amaze, 
We cannot view without deſpair! 
The livid flames ſuch anguiſh ſpread, 
Such woes the ſulphurous ſeas unfold ; 
We tremble in each victim's ſtead, 
And ſeem thoſe wretches we behold. 
D 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe heart can bear the chilling thought, 


Who views yon proſtrate ſquadrons lie 


Fix'd on the plains, where miriads fought 
Vaulted with fire, inſtead of ſky? 


None but a cherub's arm had power, 
Amidſt their ranks ſuch ſhafts to throw; 

None but thy muſe cou'd paint the ſhower 
Of winged flame, that pierc'd the foe! 


The victor's ſtrength, the poet's fame, 

With the ſame tranſport we admire ; 
While nought can match great Raphael's flame, 
But Homer's force, or Milton's fare | 


As we, oh matchleſs bard.! once more 
On! filver wrought thy looks behold ; 
We prize the ſacred image more 


Than kings, or warriors ſtampt on gold. 


The firſt fair fame, oh poet, thine |! 


The next is his, whoſe bounty gave 
The ſolemn buſt, and ſtoried coin, 
To bear that fame beyond the grave. 


* A beautiful fifver medal"of Milton, ſtruck at the expence of Mr. Auditor Benſon. 


An 
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An ode to his Grace the Duke of Newcaſtle. 
Jmitated' from the French. 


LX 7 HILE youth your poet once inſpir' d, 


And fancy warm'd, and genius fir d; 
Around his harp the muſes hung, 
And Phebus ſmil'd whene'er he ſung: 


But years, alas! and trembling age, 
Have check'd his flights, and damp'd his rage; 


Who ſtrives in vain to wake the lyre, 


Tho' George invites, and you inſpire. 


Gay ſcenes no more his breaſt can warm, 
Nor beauty pleaſe, nor muſick charm ; 
Releas'd from every mortal woe, 


How. ſoon to mix with ſhades below]! 


As Britons there around me preſs, 

| Your acts to hear, and conduct bleſs ; 

To learn what nations juſt or brave, 
Your ſchemes exalt, or counſels fave! 
What kings above have loſt a crown 

By your reſolves, and George's frown ; 
Oer what fad realms his ſword has palt, 
Or what lov'd ſtates he reſcu'd laſt. 


The 
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The crowd impatient, till they "Fab 
If Ofaw 1 ſtill adorns the chair: 


If Brunſwick ſtill is doom'd to awe, 
And empires fave, like great Naſſau / 


Inſtead of names renown'd of old, 
What ſages time has now enroll d ; 
To arts and arms ſucceſs to give, 
What Lumleys now and Talbots live! 


Buy kings belov'd, if Richmond born 
To poliſh courts, and camps adorn ; 
Does with each noble gift engage, 

In youth, the praiſe of wond'ring age ! 


If the beſt model fram'd to give, 
How peers ſhould pleaſe, or princes live, 
Pallas does ſtill her counſel lend, 
Fond in each act to be his friend! 


It plotting treaſon, dampt with fear, 
Trembles to view her end is near ; 

It Yalpole's prudence meets ſucceſs, 
And envy gives him leave to bleſs - 


If the dire fury whelm'd with pain, 

To find her ſchemes and threatnings vain ; 
Sinks not, oppreſs'd with cold deſpair, 

To view his fame each day more fair ! 


To 


To theſe relating with a ſmile, 

The bleſſings ſhower'd on Britain's iſle; 
What gifts by you her ſons poſſeſs, 
Whom wealth and freedom join to bleſs ! 


That treaſon now deſ pairs to thrive, 


4 Her ſchemes all vain, while you ſurvive ; 


Tho' Fog in print each week appears, 
And ftill Mo//--y enjoys his ears. 


Each ghoſt ſeems pleas'd, as I unfold 


A name, unmatch'd by names of old; 


1 By all, his nobleſt worth approv'd, 


To ſubjects dear - - by kings belov'd - - - 


That faction, tam'd at laſt, in dread 


Of hov'ring vengeance, hides her head ; 
Sickens in lonely ſhades, to view 


Britain's great fame retriev'd by you. 


While the glad tribe exults, to hear 


What foes your virtue praiſe, or fear ; 


That Albion all their arts derides, 


While Brunſwick rules, and Holles guides. 
The theme now chang'd, with pride I tell, 


How bleſt above we poets dwell ; 


In freedom s cauſe whoever wrote, 


No muſe diſdain'd, or bard forgot: 
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Each genius nobly to enflame, 


Riches, the dowry now of fame; 
That Clio in her coach is bore, 
Who ſeldom kept a pad before! 


As thus I praiſe your generous hand, 


Shou'd ſome unlucky ghoſt demand, 
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cc Or ſing to him you praiſe, in vain | 
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Pray, Sir, amidſt the happy few, 
What titles, or what poſt had you ? 


The bounteous ſtateſman you commend, 
On earth, no doubt, his poet's friend ; 


With merit charm'd, ſo good to all, 


Mult needs oblige you with a Hall 


Your caſe had been extremely hard, 


In life to miſs a ſmall reward ; 


By Phebus, for your boaſted lays, 
Deck d only with a wreath of bays. 


When Caroline vouchſaf'd her ear, 
And Walpole ſmil'd the verſe to hear, 


You could not breathe a loyal ſtrain, 


To write, rewarded with a ſmile, 
Is hardly worth a poet's while; 
And for lean fame - - - there's little in't, 


Which never pays for what you print. 
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But 


ut 
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« But, doubtleſs, you, amongſt the reſt, 


ce His hand has reach'd, and bounty bleſt; 


« At court, perhaps, an eaſy place, 


Or penſion - begg'd you by his Grace 
Ah, noble Sir! to ſpoil the jokes 

Of theſe facetious, laughing folks; 
When I deſcend to ſing your fame, 
What may I call my Pxz zz nD's name? 


In ſmiles, near what cathedral, tell, 


You gave me leave at eaſe to dwell ; 


To make amends for fortune's frown, 
And lay life's burden gently down. 
As then a flecting ſhade I go 
To viſit kings and chiefs below, 


Great hero's awful forms to view, 


And fages, lov'd and prais'd like Ton. 


Whom peaceful arts had once renown'd, 


Their brow with wreaths of olive crown'd ; 
Deep rays of light around 'em caſt ; 


The Pellhams of fam'd ages paſt! 


If aſk'd by theſe, who may enquire, 
How large my church, how tall its ſpire! 
Where my rich glebe, when mortal, lay, . 


Ah, dir, inſtruct Mme what to ſay 3 
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For me, tho' 'tis no eaſy taſk 

To clear theſe queſtions, folks may aſk ; 

May I reply, that twas my fate 

To ſhare your ſmiles - tho' ſomething late? 


Shou'd I beneath your worth extend, 
Nor taſte that bounty I commend ; 


Far from your eyes an exile live, 
Some might ſuſpe& that praiſe I give. 


As then your virtues I unfold, 


How wou'd it grieve me to be told 


(Myſelf a poor neglected name) 


I flatter'd, when I ſung your fame? 


Forgetting then your poet's lay, 
Give not your foes a cauſe to ſay, 
On earth they could one mortal find, 
To whom Newcaſtle was not kind. 


To Mrs. D. A. on her e being then four- 


teen | Years old, 


AY, faireſt nymph | what art you find 
To pleaſe the eye, and charm the mind ; 
Claiming a double triumph, due 


Both to your cheeks and virtues too. 


Thoſe 


ſe 


ORTOINAL PoEMs, 


Thoſe beauties now, which in their morn 


With infant- light thy brow adorn; 
Shall ſoon a fuller light diſplay, 


And opening, boaſt a perfect day. 


Once more ſhou'd virtue leave the ſkies, 


And live reveal'd to mortal eyes; 


The cherub in that form wou'd ſhine, 


With looks and features ſuch as thine. 


Such light above the bleſs'd {hall wear, 
With thy reſembling glories fair ; 


Within whoſe bowers they ne'er {hall find, 


A brighter form, or purer mind. 


Let others, who from death ariſe, 
Borrow freſh luſtre from the ſkies ; 


_*T'will be thy fame, when thither bore, 


To boaſt thy own, and aſk no more. 


Vet has thy ſmall and narrow ſpace 


Of life, a room for every grace, 

That does the eye and heart engage, 

Ot ſmiling youth, and wond'ring age. 

Yet ſeem not in thy early prime 

To chide the ſlow advance of time; 

Leſt perfe& ſeeming e'er thy noon, 

Heav'n ſhou'd demand thee back too ſoon. 
E 2 
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Ah! who ſhou'd blame the flying dart, 
If ſent by fate to pierce thy heart? 
Since death, ſo many wonders told, 


Might well miſtake, and think thee old. 


The bud that firſt its leaf diſplays, 


The firſt upon the ſtem decays; 
And ah, how ſeldom known to bring 


Its incenſe to enrich the ſpring ? 


Altho' thy ſweetneſs has a power 
To emulate the faireſt flower: 

To ſeem more like, ah, do not try; 
To bloom ſo faſt, ſo ſoon to die. 


Yet if the muſe can ought preſage, 
The wonders of thy growing age ; 


The gods their favourite ſhall defend, 


And ripen each ſoft grace they lend. 


Time, which from others ſteals away 
To-morrow, what it gave to day; 
On thee freſh beauties ſhall beſtow, 
And bid the fair, ſtill fairer grow. 


Each ſmiling day, or happy hour, 


Add ſomething to thy former power: 
With ſome new gift thy ſoul ſupply, 
Or lend new ſweetneſs to thy eye. 


Each 
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Each faireſt worth thy roſy prime 
Now boaſts, ſhall ſtill increaſe with time; 

And thy rich harveſt kindly bring 
All that was promis'd by thy ſpring. 

What envy ſhall one day ariſe 
In each deſpairing virgin's eyes; 

Whoſe beauties all ſhall fade, and die, 

And pleaſe no more, when thou art nigh. 


Danvers and Moore; or, the rival quacks.. 


AYS Danvers, Moore, thy art is but a jeſt, 
For five it cures, it injures ten at leaſt. 
Cripples and crutches ſtill each day are ſeen; 
Lords with the gout, and ladies with the ſpleen : 
Graves dug, ſhrowds bought, phyſicians fee'd, and fear'd;. 
As oft, as if thy drop had ne'er appear'd. 


Whoc'er thy counſel, or thy med'cine takes, 
Nor burns his flannel, nor his couch forſakes; 
Their uſual pains both fighing ſexes feel; 
Young beaus take merc'ry, and young miſſes ſteel': 
In ſuburb garrets ſultry ſinners fry, 
Swallow thy pill - - - then drivel, doze, and die! 
Tho' crowds each Fr around thy counter preſs, 
* Roome does not drive one mourning-coach the leſs : 


% ah eminent undertaker. 


Still 
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Still their old fees both clark and parſon clear, 
And bury juſt the number — of the year. 


Tro' few, ſays laughing Moore, my packet faves, 
It ſeldom ſweats em into fools or knaves : 
More myſtick powers to thy receipts belong, 
Which dim weak eyes, to make em ſee more ſtrong ! _ 
7 clouding, pour more light into the mind, = 
s * faith ſees always beſt, for being blind; 
5 thro thick fogs its objects beſt explore, 
And when it hardeſt winks - - - believes the more.” 
Patriots who ſwarm where Craftſmen write and rule, 
Grow ſeldom craz'd by vomit or a ſtool ; 
 Fas'd of their guineas by my ſlight and ſkill, 
They loſe their gold, but keep their ſenſes ſtill ; 
Pay down their fee, and cripples as they came, 
Limp homeward - - - juſt as wiſe, and juſt as lame 
But e er thy patients any help can gain 
To mend their heart, thy doſe muſt turn their brain; 
To think - - - deſtroys its virtue, ſtops the cure; 
All thought forbid, to make it work more ſure 
Like lulling opiates thy learn d ſheets gear, 
Which ſtupify the head before they clear; 
The wond' rous ſecret only in thy keeping, 
Which makes a realm more wakeful - - - by her ſleeping. 
* Implicit faith of the church of Rome. 
ws Thy 


Thy converts, juſt like boys for fame that ſtrive, 
Who always ſhut their eyes before they dive. 


Empty and thin wou'd Twickn--m's hall appear, 
Here a ſtarv d poet, there a moping peer; 


(With penſive heart, fad looks, and thoughtful fac 


Sighing loſt freedom, and departed places.) 

Cou'd Taylor's art reſtore the realm to light, 
Unſeal thoſe lids which thou haſt clos'd in night; 
Soon in a chariot ſhou'd thy rival ride; 


 Lacquies behind, and ſlaves on either fide 


If, doubly fam'd, my powders and my pill, 


Cou'd, with their worms, a nation's naggots kill. 


WISE Britain, by ſham-patriots ever rul'd, 


Pleas' d with her choice, and fond of being fool dʒ 


Kindly within her learned iſle ſecures 


Sage quacks in politicks, as well as cures; 


Does in her weekly ſheet the cordial bleſs 
Pour'd from Moore's bottle, and from Francklin's preſs - 
Which fill her raviſh'd fons with joy extream ; 
Reſtore loſt health ; and teach em how to dream. 
O'er their own happineſs theſe fond to weep, 


For reſcued freedom all their ſorrows keep 


Whom truth diſpleaſes, and whom ſhadows charm; 


Quite cool in reaſon, and in paſſion warm 


Seldom 
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Seldom with zeal, with phrenzy often fir d, 

Who think the mad, the only heads inſpir'd : 

Adore thy journal, and my drop commend ; 

While he that cheats em moſt, is moſt their friend. 
They damn the ſheet that leads them to be wiſe ; 
All bleſſing the dear pen which faſteſt lies. 


To bubble fools, and each our purſe to fil, 
Thy engine is a pen, and mine a pull ! 
Depending each for glory, and for gains, 

On a ſtrong faith, and penury of brains: 

Our pupils in each ſtreet and ſquare ſhall dwell, 
Fam' d for believing much, and ſwallowing well; 
Who damning good advice, ſhall chuſe the worſe, 
Bend low to heaven, and thank it for a curſe. 
Thine blindly follow where their maſters lead, 
While mine prefer a Moore before a Mead - - - 
Who joy ſincere in each deluſion take, 

Nor ever ſleep ſo ſound, -- - as when awake. 


Ta y frugal journal, who wou'd then refuſe 
For two-pence, who may all his ſenſes loſe ? 
Theſe manage well - from reaſon cheaply part; 
Quite dizzy, with a Craftſman, and a quart = -- 


None ſure can wiſh the charges to abate, 


To be a mad-man at a cheaper rate; 


— — EE ͤ DV—— ens 
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Who to guide councils, rule and govern ſtates, 


* Determine wars events, and empires fates ; 


Direct a realm, reform a wicked court, 
Want but one journal - and two pints of port. 
Their alphabet ne'er learnt, who praiſe, or blame ; ; 


For why ſhou'd * be a help to fame 


AH l to her ſenſes ſhou'd the realm return, 
My drop muſt periſh, and thy ſheet muſt burn: 
What ſtateſmen from their garrets wou'd deſcend, 


The court to model, and the laws to mend! 


What ſages from behind their counters throng, 


Senates to teach, and ſhew where kings are wrong 


What crowds wou'd preſs my levee for a pill, 


To caſe their gout! -- - and be as gouty ſtill. 


James then no more muſt on thy help preſume, 


Nor Sr. F -- x hope to fetch a king from Rome. 


Few then the muſty wares we ſell, wou'd lack, 


Or prize the patriot, or efteem the quack ; 
My poiſon purchaſe, or thy treaſons buy, 


Or pay us adoration, for a lye. 


| ne F Verſes 
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Verſes addreſs d to one of the ſupposd authors 


of Common Senſe. 


F vulgar ſenſe is common ſenſe, 


As all learn'd criticks have agreed, 
Thine to its title has pretence, 


For thine is common ſenſe indeed. 


Common and proſtitute agree, 


Whoe'er bids moſt, when put to fale, 


Is fure to buy both her and thee, 


The patriot's tongue, aud ſtrumpet's tail. 


Whate'er is common we deſpiſe, 
Our wives, and wine, if common, ſlight ; 
Change then thy ſtyle, if thou art wiſe, 


And proper ſenſe, not common, write. 


Poet! in time, the droll give o er, 
For reaſon, wicked rhiming quit ; 
One page of wiſdom will be more 


Thy friend, than fifty ſheets of wit. 


With ſacer and joke tho' long endow d, 


And each great gift by all is own'd; 


Stateſmen but ſeldom are ſubdu'd 


By ſongs, or kings by rhime dethron'd. 


ut 
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But if reſolv'd each week to blend 
The pert and vain, dear critick, know 


Thy ſenſe too mean to make a friend, 
And malice to diſturb a foe! 


Wouldſt thou the patriot's fame dilate ? 
In rage and oppoſition riſe ; 


I 0o little to deſerve their hate, 


Mankind can only yet deſpiſe. 
Yet ah ! ſuppreſs that giddy pride, 
Which hopes that ſtateſman's heart tafright ; 
Who can een Str. F-- 7's thruſt deride, 


And ſhakes his ſides at P - - - - - y's ſpite. 


Fair freedom's lov'd and fav'rite cauſe 
Shall he deſert, or meanly quit ; 
Give up his country's loud applauſe, 


In dread of $--- -- p's frown, or wit? 


Shall he bribe L - tus pert pen, 
With it more friendly, or leſs keen; 
Or beg him not to print agen, 
Beyond his love, who likes his ſpleen ? 


Through ſonnets then to glory climb 


In verſe, and clinch, attack thy foes ; 
For know, a dangerous wit in rhime, 
Has often prov'd a dunce in proſe. 
F 2 
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Ten epigrams from thy ſcrutore 
On courts, or bribes, on this, or that - - 
Will gall the prime, and hurt him more 
Than twenty ſpeeches from thy hat: 


Whoſe reaſonings, tho ſome Whigs deſpiſe, 
Nor own it learn'd, or deeply read ; 

Others eſteem both grave and wiſe, 
And like the hat, beyond: the head - - - 


Let pigmy-patriots then retire, 
Viewing their giant-brothers ſlain 


Nor from their popguns ſputter fare, 


Where cannons oft have charg'd in vain! 


Their lying Journals let em fill 

With trade quite loſt, and tradeſmen broken; 5 
Enriching each learn'd Magazine 

With ſpeeches never heard, nor ſpoken. 


While pilf 'ring C- ve ſelects from thence 
Something each fruitful month divine, 

And ſhews his want of common ſenſe 
In praiſing, and in printing thine. 
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An ode to his Grace the Duke of Richmond, 
occaſioned by ſome fine Italian paintings at 
Goodwood. 5 


'T HILE * Rome, her genius to enflame, 
+ F Seledts from Britain's patriot race, 
The ſtateſman's deed, or warrior's fame, 

Her thou ghts to fire, and canvas grace; 


In paint each hero's glory ſhewn; 
To the fame glory does inſpire ;- 
But, 'till to theirs, you add your own, 
Richmond ] your lift is not entire. 


Of Rome's great acts, thus Cz/ar wrote, 
But tho' his ſword was oft embrued 


In hoſtile gore, the chief forgot 


Twas his own arm the foe ſubdu'd. 


Tho' this the Gallic legions broke, 
In conduct wiſe, in action bold; 
The ſoldier's praiſe he loudly ſpoke, 
The general's fame but faintly told. 


* Theſe hiſtorical pieces were all finiſd d al Rome by the moſt. eminent painters. 


Each 
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Fach eye but half our virtue reads, 

Till Wootton, or till“ Creti join 
Your faireſt worth, and rival deeds, 

To grace and fill the patriot line. 


Late, in ſome emblems, juſt as theſe, 
May your own fame, and acts be ſeen : 
But, rather ſhew what Richmond is, 

Than teach us what he once has been. 


A double joy it will inſpire, 
The piece thus finiſh'd to our view; 
In youth ſtill blooming, to admire 
The hero, and his ſtory too ! 


Oft on his living worth to dwell, 

Its fair reſemblance now to ſee ; 

And charm'd with each, to mark how well 
Fach virtue, and its ſhade agree. 


Theſe on the canvas ſtrongly laid, 
With ſo much luſtre ſhall appear; 
"Twill give a joy to + Dorſet's ſhade, 
That Richmond's glories ſhine ſo near. 


* An eminent Italian painter, now living at Rome. 


T One of the pieces conſecrated to the memory of the late Earl of Dorſet. 
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While the great warrior's manes ſmile 


To view the ſon, the peer, and friend, 
With the ſame paſſion guard our iſle, 
As his own ſword did once defend. * 


Vet, Wootton, let thy nobleſt thou ght 


Deſpair, the plan, tho' well deſign'd, 


With ſkill diſpos'd, and judgment wrought, 


To repreſent the hero' s mind. 


Thy lights, tho TY ; thy — tho ua, 
Rely not on thy potent art; 

Nor on thy ſtrongeſt colours truſt, 
For powers to reach, or ſhew his heart. 


Virtues that pleaſe, as well as awe, 

The ſtateſman's ſenſe, the warrior's . 7 
T heſe thy nice pencil cannot draw, 

And thy pleas'd thought alone admire. 
Diſdain not then the poet's ſkill, 

When plan'd, the figure to improve; 
"Twas from the muſe, and Homers quill, 


T hat Phydias firſt deſign” d his Jove. 


Had the great Grecian never ſung, 


Who, in the ſtatue, had admir'd 
That terror, on his brow which hung, 

That look, which half Olympus fir d! 

Earl of Cadogan, The 
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The flames his eye-balls round diſperſe, 
Without the muſe, had been unknown; 
The godhead taught to awe in verſe, 


Before he learnt to frown in ſtone. 


Bluſh not, great artiſt, then to uſe, 
Your hand to guide, and genius fire, 
Some hints ſuggeſted by the muſe, 


And draw for once as we Ie: Of 


In language only we exprels 
The thoughts which in our boſom lie ; 4. 


Which you in colours fairly dreſs, 
And paint ideas to our eye. 

Let then the baſe beneath be ſtrong, 
Sublime the arch or column raiſe ; 

Meant, as it riſes, to prolong 


Britannia's fame, and Richmond's praiſe. 


Select from time's indulgent tores, 
And all her fav'rite bleſſings ſhed 

Of golden æra's, ſmiling hours, 

Around the blooming hero's head. 


Each corner of the ample ſpace 

Some myſtick wonder ſhou'd unfold ; 
And modern truths the pillar grace, 

By art conceal'd in tales of old. 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms, Oc. 


Near its proud height let Freedom ſtand, 
Goddeſs ador d by Britain's iſle; 
Supported here by William's Hand, 
And cheriſh'd there by Richmond's ſmile. 


Let her lov'd king's indented ſhield, 
Her eye delight, and arm ſuſtain ; 

Which bruis'd fo often in the field, 
Fix'd here at laſt her glorious reign. 


Pointing, to give each chief applauſ E, 
At the bleſt ſcenes the virtuous dead 
Now all enjoy d, who, in her cauſe, 


When earthly hero's, dy'd, or bled: 


Who leaving now her fav rite ſhores, 
Turns her fad eyes on Gallia's plains, 
Once her lov'd feats, -- and there deplores 
A hundred fighing realms in chains. 
From her kind boſom let her ſhow'r 
On her lov'd earth, and tav'rite land, 


Superior bliſs, and envy'd pow'r, 


And ſmiling. peace, and wide command. 


O er ſubject ſeas, how 5 her joy, 
To view her fleets, all Europe's dread, 
Deride the ſtorm, the winds employ, 


And wealth increaſe, and commerce ſpread |! 
G 
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Regardleſs of each rival's frown, 


Along the darkned ocean ride; 
And throw each India's treaſure down 


At George's feet, each ſwelling tidef 


Whoſe faving arm, let Belgia own, 
The friend and bulwark of her ſtate; 
Begging a * daughter from his throne, 


To grace her realms, and guard her fate. 


Paint Orange the firſt happy hour, 

That Britain's courts his eye ſurprize ; 
Here ſtruck with Brunſwick s royal power, 
And bending there to Anna's eyes. 


The hero boaſting now (to view 
His boſom reſcu'd from deſpair) 
Her ſword that H olland never drew 


To gain a prize ſo great, or fair 


That beauty, to ſuch crowns ally'd, 
Had greater force her realms to fave ; 
Than the ſtrong tower, th' unfathom'd tide, 
- he riſing rock, or whelming wave! 
Try next, if art has power to paint 
All Europe's fields diſtain'd with gore; 
Here the brave German eagles faint, 
And there, the Bourbon lillies tore. 
Her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Orange. 
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While both their different tributes bring, 
Of Britain's arm, by turns afraid; 


Bending before her potent king, 
To ſtop his ſword, or beg his aid: 


Whoſe voice alone does now decide 


What realms ſhall bow, and which command : 


Whoſe conqu'ring fleets ſhall awe the tide, 


Whoſe dreadful troops controul the land. 


Peace blooming 1 round his happy iſle, 
While other bleeding realms appear, 


Or cover'd with the victor's ſpoil, 


Or ſadned with the captive's tear. 


That ravag d by no waſteful war, 


That her glad fields with harveſts ſhine, 


Th' effects of thy indulgent care, 


Oh prince belov d! and Walpole thine ! 


While induſtry, with all her arts, 


Crowds, with full ſheaves, the golden plains ; ; 


Seen by the joy, which fills all hearts, 


That Plenty lives, where freedom reigns. 


Beneath whoſe feet let faftion bound 


Each terror dread, and anguiſh feel; 


And rack'd, becauſe ſhe cannot wound, 


Plunge on her own revengeful ſteel. | 
G 2 Let 


44 Miſcellaneous Collection of 


Let meagre envy, reſtleſs pride, 
Fell jealouſy, and ſtern diſdain, 
Attending round, encloſe her fide, 
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And fill her dreadful pompous train. 


While wreath d, and torturd by thy a art, 
The fury bears a double pain; 


Yet more, from her own guilty heart, 
Than the dire wheel, or gnawing chain. 
One figure yet, near Brunſwick's fade, 
Thy ſkilful pencil has to draw, 
Infpir'd with greatneſs, void of pride, 


Grandeur, that charms, and ſmiles, that awe: 


Each curious colour nicely blend, 

With judgment choſe, and mixt with art; 
And let each feature ſpeak the friend, 

And let the look expreſs the heart, 


Near majeſty, good-nature place, 

Birth, that deſcends to pleaſe and bleſs ; 

Soft'ning each noble manly grace 
With ſweet regard, and mild addreſs. 

How nice thy hand, that reconciles 
Extremes, which ſeem united here ; 

Where the ſame look both awes and ſmiles, 
And in the friend, preſerves the peer! 
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At Paphos thus fair Venus ſeen, 


When blooming, on her ſacred hill 3 
In the ſoft dame, and beauteous queen, 


Maintains the high-born goddeſs ſtill. 


Tho', mingling with the ſacred train 

Of nymphs, along her flow'ry grove; 
She leads the throng, and treads the plain, . 
The offipring ſtill, and child of Jove. 


Draw Pallas near her fav'rite ſon, 


Pleas'd to enrich his learned thought, 
With plans of triumphs, nobly won, 

Of empires ſav d, and battles fought. 
To mark the path, who guides his eye, 

Which leads thro” virtue to renown ; 


Shews him how mortals gain'd the ſky, 


Talbot the ſeals, and George the crown: 


To ſages, who adorn our iſle, 


Bids him without a bluſh repair; 


For parts, and courage, to Arg yle, 


For manly ſenſe, to Onflow's chair. 


With ev'ry grace to form his youth, 


The guardian-goddeſs cou'd impart, 


Infpir'd, at once, with Z/alpole's truth, 


With Compton's faith, and Pellham's heart. 
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To reach the golden heights of fame, 


By great and good examples taught ; 
What gave the wiſe and brave a name, 


How Brunſwick rul'd, and Churchill fought. 


While all around th' inſtructive piece, 

Or patriots riſe, or warriors bloom; 

There pious Solon guarding Greece, 
Here god-like Decius ſaving Rome. 


Each work of art, and nature's laws, 
His ſearching mind's indulgent themes; 
Which pleas'd, the ſtrongeſt rapture draws, 
From Marbrough 8 acts, and Meuron $ ſchemes 


Each ſcience, conquer 'd by his thought, | 
Which Greece improv'd, or Rome admir'd; 
Which Europe's travell'd empires taught, 


Or Europe's various tongues inſpir' d. 


Artiſt, tis done, -- thy hand has ſhewn 
| How paint, ad living grace agree ; 
While all the juſt reſemblance own, L 
And, Richmond, all applaud - - - but the. 1 
So our firſt mother, pleas d to view 


The beauteous ſtranger in the wave, 
Saw her own ſelf in ſmiles, nor knew 


"Twas her own ſelf the rapture gave : 


In 
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In the clear ſtream each charm miſtook, 
A while another ſhe admir'd; 


Till, gently, from the filver brook, 


Her ſhade, and ſhe, at once retir'd. 


All elſe extol thy heavenly art, 
With Holber's ſcenes which once ſhall vie; 


Who in the look canſt paint the heart, 


And draw forth virtue to the eye. 


Thus, Wootton! ſhould thy Richmond claim 


With patriots, and with chiefs to ſtand ; 
Till ſome freſh deeds, of fairer fame, 
Some fairer emblem ſhould demand; 


Till knowledge, ripening with his years, 
New Titles adds, and glory brings; 
In councils, when he now appears, 


The guard of fates, and guide of kings, 
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Beneath whoſe ſhade more ſacred duſt is wept, 


When dangers preſs'd, betray'd the patriot's et 


1 
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Verſ es left on King William's grave in wen 
minſter-Abbey. * 


AIN rages conſult no more, or haughty Rome, . 


For worth or virtue - - view this royal tomb, 


Than in their urns or temples ever ſlept. 


Cz/ar had courage - - but the tyrant s name, 
And Rome enflav'd, obſcur'd the victor's fame; _ 


Cato had honour - - - but the dagger near, 


His triumphs, one by dire oppreſſion gain'd ; 
And one his virtues, by his weakneſs, ſtain 1 
Britains lov'd king did with each Reman vie; ; 
As warm for freedom - - - as reſolv'd to die: 
Without his guilt, did Cz/ar's lawrels wear; 
And boaſted Catos fame, without his fear. 


05 the Royal Family, painted i in one piece. 
To the Auen. 


HIN not, great Queen, our homage dall, 
If here one part we ſhould deny; 


What Briton's love can pay you all, 


Who views your royal offspring nigh? 


0 2 
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While theſe your princely virtues ſhare, 
Which fondly you to each impart; 

By all ador'd, you here muſt bear 

A rival in each ſubject's heart. 


Our beſt allegiance oft we prove, 
When to one throne our faith we bind; 
Here we divide our fondeſt love, 


Refuſe you part - - and yet are kind. 
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Forgive us then, if, while we view, 
Thoſe graces you yourſelf inſpir d, 

And paying theſe a homage due, 

Fach parent is but half admir d. 


An ode of ſimilios, on ſome late imitations 0 of 
Horace. The Latin printed on one bh ae, and 
the Engliſh on the other. 

"ALF the learn'd ſcheme muſt needs ſucceed, 

Which thy arch muſe has lately try'd ; 

Since they who buy the work, and read, 

Muſt prize, at leaſt, the Roman ſide. 


Thus Bratch each morn, and Rockwood ſhew, 
When coupled for the ſilvan chaſe ; 
Tho' one is fleet, and th'other ſlow, 
They both jog on the ſelf-ſame pace. 
H 
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Let courtiers frown, or criticks ſneer, 


Write on -- thy heart, and mule at eaſe ; 


For while thy Placcus ſings ſo near, 


One page in two is ſure to pleaſe. 


In lots of goods at Sturbridge fair, 
Where cunning cits their auctions hold; 
Thus to retail their damag'd ware, 
The new muſt help to ſell the old. 


Think not the price of copies hard, 
Nor more than is thy poet's due; 
Since thoſe who buy the Latin bard, 
Tonſon, muſt buy the Engliſh too. 
The youth thus ſmit with Flavia's air, 
Who wou'd her hand in wedlock hold; 
Muſt take the gypſy with the fair, 
And with the beauty, wed the ſcold. 
Ne'er print thy works henceforth alone, 
But hand in hand the taſk purſue ; 
Who think it dear to purchaſe one, 
May own it cheap, to buy the two. 


Thus Jernegan, both fools and wile 
N Draws in - - all ages, and all ranks; 
| Who ſmile, to view one ſingle prize 


Propos' d, to pay for rheams of blanks : 
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ORIGINAL POE Ms, c. 51 
So pleaſing is the fair device, 
Plann' d with ſuch art, and fram'd ſo well; 


Tho' nothing elſe bears any price, 
The ciſtern does the baubles ſell. 


Here from old pagan paultry names, 


The muſe in Engliſb tries to wean us; 


For Cz/ar, placing war- like James, 


And pious St. 7 n, for Mzcenas. 


Ah Flaccus / ſure thy Britiſh bard 


But oddly to his friend behaves ; 
Who gives thy good man's great reward 
To madmen now, and now to Kknaves 
Thoſe who deſerv'd the ax and rods, 
In thy own lov'd Octavius days, 


Make pious hero's, ſaints, and gods, 


In Britiſb verſe, and Tu - - am lays. 


Thy patriots all in virtue nurſt, 
For generous actions were renown'd ; 
His, by his country ſcorn'd, or curſt, 


Are traitors firſt, and after crown d. 


He 9955 what poet never ſaw, 
Wiſdom in fools, and grace in rakes; 
As curious chymiſts often draw 
Perfume, and eſſence, from a jakes. 
H 2 | Go 
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Go plot, be falſe, in fraud excel; 

Inſpire ſedition, faction raiſe; 
Inſult thy king - - thy country ſell; 

If thou canſt fin, good * * can praiſe. 


That height of matchleſs guilt tranſcend, 

Where, living, Ch - - zres never ſoard ! 

Thou art his genius, god, and friend, 
Extoll'd in proſe, in verſe ador d. 


Q Horatii Flacci ad Curionem epiſtola - Or, an 
epiſtle from Horace in Elizium to Curio in 
England, faithfully tranſlated into Engliſh 
from the Elizian copy. 


| ai meddling bard ! muſt I ariſe 


From bliſs each year, and fix my name 
To goſſips tales, and patriot lies, 
To Se. John's worth, and Walpole's ſhame ? 


Muſt ] atteſt each Tory ſham, 

Of this man's honour, that man's grace; 
Be taught, by you, to praiſe or damn, 

And ſeldom in a proper place ? 


The hero's in my numbers read, : 
Each eye, with wonder, ſtill ſhall read; 

Theſe for their country dy'd, or bled, 
Thine ſmile to view their country bleed. 
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The crown, and verdant wreath I gave 
To Druſus brow, ſhall ever bloom; 
Thoſe heap'd. by thee u pon their grave; 


Shall ſtink around each patriot's tomb. 


Did ever I, like Cato, paint 
A name, whom ev'ry guilt purſues; 
Or draw an ALL ACCOMPLISH'D SAINT, 


Juſt hot and reeking from the ſtews ?- 


My muſe cou'd ner a love pretend, 


Yet wiſh each ill on Cz/ar's head; 
Nor libel, or expoſe a a. friend, 


Nor curſe the hand that gave me bread. 


Shew me a line ak ſtrives to praiſe. 
Villains, who juſt eſcap'd the * rock; 


That wou'd the wretch to honour 105 


Claim d by the /;&or, or the block. 
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c. 


Our worthies have quite diff rent names 


His troops to war my Brutus leads; 


While bent on fame, thy driv'ling James 
Bows to his faints, or counts his beads. 


Point out one page where I expoſe, 


In ſatyr, the beſt friends of Rome j 


Or one, wherein I ſhew her foes, 


Ador'd, or envy'd in their doom. 


* The Tarpeian. 
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My pen ner acted yet a part 77 
Which truth or juſtice cou'd accuſe ; 


The ſmooth, falſe tongue, and treach'rous heart, 


Are virtues only in thy muſe. 


All ſhall my verſe and genius own, 
While from leud imitations free; 

Who ſeldom fail to pleaſe alone, 
But often, when profan'd by thee. 


Call'd up to cover fraud and ſhams, 
What eye but muſt my name deride ? 

While the baſe Erg/i/þ verſion damns 
Whate'er adorn'd the Latin fide ! 


Own'd by Mzcenas good and juſt, 

How diff rent now his poet's doom |! 

Britain with ſcorn muſt treat my duſt, 
Tho' deem'd an honeſt bard at Rome. 


'Twou'd blaſt the wreath that Phebus gave, 
At my fair fame and honour ſtrike; 
Cou'd it be wrote upon thy grave, 
That * and Horace thought alike. 


Ah! when thy groves- are left behind, 

Do not too much on heaven preſume ! 
The gods ne er mind a paſs that's ſign'd 
Buy holy popes, or pious Rome J 
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What tho' on earth the poet's god 
In print you every foe defy | 


Pluto below ſtill keeps a rod 


For wits that wound, and bards that lie. 


Henceforth, dear Curio, let me reſt, 


With your own gifts more pleas'd to ſhine ;- 


If you quote me - - ] mult proteſt, 
And ſwear, your ſenſe is none of mine.. 
With no man more I ſhare the bays, 
Or bear a partner on my throne ; 


Let then the ſcandal, or the praiſe 


Of what I wrote, be all my own. 


If on my verſe Ofavius ſmile, 
Whoever blames, I aſk no more; 


Take thou the $7. 7 -- As of thy iſle, 


Let C --- 1 bleſs, and S - - ft adore. 


With fifty fools beſides perplex'd, 
Who all to write like Horace chuſe, 


Perhaps dull, brazen / - - - next, 


May beg me to inſpire his muſe. 


Prentice or bard | 1 know not which, 
Tell him, for dunces of renown, 

That Phebus always keeps a ſwitch, 
For poets only WEAVES A crown. 


Or1icinar Porms, e. 
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The god, with all his ſkill and pains, 
A For ſuch a labour quite unfit ; 


Can never ſmooth his awkward ſtrains, 
Or turn his lumber into wit. 


What names with genius I inſpire 
The poet's ſacred liſt to fill, 
T take from fam'd Parnaſſus choir, 
But ſeldom chuſe from Ludgate-hill. 


In pity, therefore, blunt his pen, 
Bid him once more his compter chuſe; 
And taking to his ſhop again, 
Traffick in filks - - and damn his muſe. 


A prophecy ; occaſſum d by a prophecy. | 
R O M Boling's ſpring when brooks ſhall 89, 


And a wrong courſe for ever flow ; 

Polluting all the waters near 

With muddy ſtreams, that once were clear! 

When fraud puts on affection's ſmile, N 
And kind abundance ſtarves our iſle; EN: 
Rich commerce ſpoils a nation's trade, | 

And ſtates, by wealth, are bankrupts made; 

A traitor's fame Rome's poet ſings, 


And pleads for guilt - - - and libels kings: 


When 
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When patriots, fond of thoſe they curſt, 
With their laſt vote, ſhall damn their firſt; 


In print, their virtues now harangu'd, 


They wou'd before in ſmiles have hang'd : 
When Mewgare cells grow cells of fame, 
And faints a worth from treach'ry claim 
Soft peace ſhall ſigh full fore for war, 

And George's foes, want George's ſtar. 
Subjects of every bliſs complain, 

And rail at power they cannot gain! 


Wits claim a power to rule the ſtate, 


And _ the throne hed e or hate. 


OLD credit then ſhall lift her head ; ; 


Trade ſtretch her fail, and commerce {| ſpread ; 


Near Tagus banks our fleets ſhall roar, 
And ſhake the towers on [4er's ſhoar : 


Bear terror to each world's extream, 
From Calpe's rocks to Plata's ſtream. 


All Europe then from wars ſhall ceaſe; 
And Britain's voice beſtow the peace 5 
Reſcu'd from every ill ſhe fears; 
While ne. reigns and Walpole en __ 
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On the Oueen's Picture, lately finiſhed by 


Mr. Vanderbank. 


8 nature been d her, art attempts to draw 


While on the canvas, breathing each, are ſeen, 


Here the kind parent, there the pious queen; 


Where every look a various joy imparts, 


One charms our eye, and one tranſports our hearts: 
Divided wonder makes the paſſion leſs, 


Oblig' d at once both to admire, === and bleſs. 
Thoſe beauties priz d by kings we long adore, 


Her virtues view d, thoſe beauties pleaſe no more. 


Thus the ſun's luſtre makes the morn leſs bright, 
The fair, exceeded by a fairer light. 


8 EE majeſty retires from ev'ry grace, 


That love, a nobler gift! might fill its place; 


More pleas d from goodneſs her applauſe to draw; 
From ſmiles that raviſh, than from looks that awe: 


With virtue, than with luſtre to ſurprize ; 


And eaſe one heart, than charm a thouſand eyes. 


| Say, how thy pencil cou'd the ſecret find, 
Artiſt, in colours thus to paint the mind ? 


Theſe features meant to pleaſe, and thoſe to awe. 


ORTGINAL PorMs, Ce. 


Fair to delineate thus her nobler part, 

And, thro' the featu res, thus to ſhew the heart. 
With ſo much life the royal piece is wrought, 

It ſeems to think - - and we diſcern the thought; 
While pity in each look the colours blend, 
And as they draw the queen, expreſs the friend ; 
The ſaint's compaſſion in the ſovereign's air, 
Mild, tho' auguſt, and wiſe, as well as fair ; 
Each outward beauty on the canvas ſeen, 

Inſpir'd by ſome reſembling grace within; 
While thus thy pencil does the foul impart, 

And teach us, from the look, to gueſs the heart. 


B ol D was thy hand to draw that ſovereign dame, 
' Whoſe matchleſs looks are but her ſecond fame! 
Who borrowing nothing from her high renown, 
Had reign d in every brealt -- without a crown; 
From Auſtria's throne who rather choſe to part, 


Than the glad triumphs of a conſcious heart ; 
Whoſe diadem her wiſh cou'd not inflame, 
The world diſclaiming, for a virtuous Fame. 
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60 Miſcellaneous Collection of 


An ode to Mr. Ellis, occaſioned by a beautiful 
painting of the Honourable Mr. Walpole, only 


ſon to the Right Hon. Lord Walpole. 
HILE princes give thy art applauſe, 
The royal eye which oft beguiles; 


While Frederick on thy canvas awes, 


And in thy frames Auguſta ſmiles ; 


Bluſh not, fam'd artiſt, to deſcend 
To forms as fair, though born leſs high ; 
And the ſame colours nicely blend, | 
For * J7/1/iam's,, and for V. alpole's s eye. 


Tho' Beauty's ſelf, from thy ſoft draught, 
We view more ſoft and beauteous ſtill; 

Once let the poet's humble thought 

Direct the painter's forming quill. 


Touch but the cloth : as we inſpire, N 


Each piece a ſecond life ſhall warm; 
The hero boaſt a nobler fire, 
With looks more ſoft the virgin charm, 


Draw only as the muſe ſhall ſing, 

Nor damp that flame her numbers give; I 
The patriot, warrior, ſage, and king, 

Each from thy hand ſhall breathe and live. 


Prince William. 
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In the lov'd labour both may ſhare, 
And both an equal rapture find; 


As you in colours ſhew him fair, 


And I in verſe record him kind. 


Try then the pow'r of light and ſhade, 
If art can nature here purſue; 

And what the one fo perfect made, 
If one can paint as beauteous too | 


Each ſhall a diff rent gift admire, 
A diff rent grace ſhall each inflame;. 


While you his eye with light inſpire, 


And I his foul with thirſt of fame. 


With wonders crowd his little ſi pan, 

Which our pleas d thoughts by turns N ;: 
Viewing the genius of the man, 

In life's firſt dawn, inform the boy: 


If ſweetneſs for each look you want, 


Let Cupid” s cheek the bluſh ſupply ; 


If beauty to inſpire the paint, 


Take it, dear friend, from Venus eye. 


still ill too faint thy colours glow, 


Pour in freſh light; and on the whole 


More flame, more ſ prightly life beſtow, 


And to the picture give a ſoul. 


GI 
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Tis done | - - - ſuppreſs a thought ſo vain ! 
And once again thy quill aſſume; 
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Once more thy vig rous fancy ſtrain, 
And with more ſpirit warm his bloom. 


That look, how ſweet | how ſoft that air! 
Each beauty by the next ſurpaſt; 


That feature ſeeming ſtill moſt fair, 
Which the pleas d eye beholds the laſt. 


Now all is try' d thy hand can do, 
Yet own the weakneſs of thy ſkill; 
To paint the ſoul as lovely too, 
A taſk untry'd, is wanting ſtill. 


A thouſand latent ſparks of light 


Thy eye, tho curious, cannot ſee; 
And graces, to the muſes ſight 


That ſtand confeſs'd are hid from thee. 


His heart inflam d with love of praiſe, 

| Thy pencil, artiſt, cannot ſwell ; 

Then leave him to his poet's lays, 
When fir d, and panting to excel. 


Each outward charm thy colour ſhews ; 
Beauties leſs ſeen his thoughts employ ; 

Who the kind friend and patriot views 
Juſt form'd, and opening in the boy. 


23th! 
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Thoſe looks the virgin's eye that bleſs 
Thy hand may reach - - - but ſay, whoſe art, 


What pencil can thoſe gifts expreſs, 


Which pleaſe, and touch a parent's heart ? 


Tis thine to paint youth's native fire, 


On beauty's cheek the bluſh to raiſe ; Ts 


"Tis ours each virtue to inſpire, 


| To lend the gift, and after, praiſe, 


Mankind may own the piece entire, 
The muſes ſkill, and thine admit ; 
Beauty, with ſenſe, cou'd they admire. 

Good-nature, join'd with manly wit. 


When thus the ſiſter- arts unite, 


And make ſome fav'rite form their care, 
Each eye the image mult delight, 
By turns, preſented kind and fair. 


To paint each heavenly feature true, 


By men, by gods to be admir d; 


Appelles thus his Venus drew, 


Juſt as great Homers thought inſpire. 


With ſilent pace life ſteals away; 


What then, lov'd artiſt, can we chuſe, 
Thus frail, to ſave us from decay, 
But thou a pencil, I a muſe. 
8255 In 
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In this lov'd youth, we each may live, 
When time-has eat our crumbling buſt ; 


And the ſhort praiſe our marbles give, 
Is, with the arch, o'erwhelm'd with duſt. 


'To diſtant times, his deathleſs name, 
May ours, however mean, convey ; 
While thus we give a meaner fame, 


A nobler only to enjoy. 


The feather thus unmark'd before, 
Reaching the eagle as he flies; 
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Is, by the arrow, upward bore 
By Fove's great bird, above the ſkies. 
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_ Unleſs we then extend our ſpan, 
By ſome fair deeds of virtuous fame, 
The life heav'n gives to wretched man 


Is loſt --- and ſcarce deſerves a name. 


We breathe, the phantoms of a day, 
Till glory ſtretches out our date; 
Dur acts this ſnatches from decay, 


The reſt we owe to time and fate. 


That glory ours - - - who to prolong 
The actions of the good and brave, 


Have power, in colours and in ſong, 
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To bear their fame beyond the grave. 
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A thouſand eyes in Kneller's paint, 
Naſſau and Churchill ſtill adore ; 
Tho the fam'd general, king, and faint 


Survive to bleſs the world no more. 


When the great patriot of his race, 
Late ſhall aſſert his native ſphere ; 
When envy ſhall no more debaſe 


His fame, or rage reſtrain its tear: 


When one is loſt -- - to fill our eyes 
With gladneſs, and our joy renew, 
We view another Walpole rife, 
And thank thy pencil for the view. 


His youth, and ſmiles, which now demand 
My numbers, and thy rival art; 
To draw his looks the painter's hand, 
The muſes {kill to ſhew his heart; 


When loſt in time, and rip ning years, 
shall once his country fave, or bleſs ; 
And claim'd by fate, make Br:tains tears 

For her lov'd dying guardian leſs. 
A fairer piece thy thought ſhall feign, 

The muſe a nobler gift ſhall bring, 
When, in ſome future Brunſwick's reign, 

You draw the patriot which I ing. 
=. - Prologue 
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Prologue to Henry the Fourth. Acled at a 


private ſchool near London. 


UR author ſure has choſe the oddeſt ways 

To pleaſe an audience, and deſerve the bays ! 
He hop'd a writer might, without offence, 
Have ventur'd to divert the age with ſenſe ; 
The town be humour'd, and the ſtage be fill'd 
Without one flying god, or dragon kill'd ! 


How monſtrous this | to keep fine folks ſo long 
Without a jigg, a hobby-horſe, or ſong! 
Thro' the five barbarous, wretched acts, not ſeen 
One heav'nly tumbler, or dear harlaqueen ! 
Hero's, ambitious of a deathleſs name, 
Who friſk, and vault, and caper into fame |. 
Poets now gain the great ſublime by ſinking; 
Which faves bleſs'd bards the uſeleſs toil of thinking! 
Who in each ſcene, in all they plan or write, 
Ne'er covet ſenſe - - - for ſenſe undoes em quite. 


Wo ' p you your judges learn'd applauſe command, 


Ne'er treat them in a tongue they underſtand - - - 
The ſoft 1:a/ian only bids em die, 


Languiſh, and melt; tho not a foul knows why - - - 
Divine 
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Divine the muſick, and the rapture ſtrong, 
When wigs are comb'd, and ſhoes are bruſh'd in ſong ! 
While pit and box with too much joy expire, 
When gods from Drury clouds deſcend on wire ; 
Each ſcene without a ſp'rit or demon, curſt ; 
For thoſe who pleaſe em well, muſt fright em firſt! 


How long has wit, that ſhou'd engage her ſmile, 
Strove, tho in vain, to pleaſe our judging ifle ? 
How long each fav'rite folly baniſh'd hence, 

And tore the lawrel from the brow of ſenſe ? 
That humour now which hopes applauſe to gain, 
Muſt have its dwelling diſtant from the brain! 

Change ſeats, and to delight nice criticks, flow 

From the learn'd heel, or the facetious toe; 
Shifting from form to form its varying ſhape, 

A Rich this moment, and the next an ape! 

Now, in appearance, to the wond'ring pit 

A monkey - with the ſmalleſt change, a wit! 


SuALIL Congreve's muſe the curious age delight, 
While Faux can juggle, or while Figg can fight: 
In laughing farces the learn'd audience deals, 


And * Jobnſon half the town from Orway ſteals. 


Author of Hurlothrumbo, and ſeveral other ingenious pieces — recetoꝰd with 
univerſal applauſe. , 
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Each ſcene well purg'd of all its ſenſe and wit, 
Secures a raviſh'd box, and clapping pit; 
$hakeſpear forgot, or ſcorn'd, the ſmiling crowd 
In Hurlothrumbo's praiſe, both long and loud; 
In a thin houſe great Czſar meets his end; 

And Cato dying, wants a weeping friend : 

Poor Falfaff hardly for his candles pays; 


While Fauſtus bears away a nation's praiſe ! 


Sir John to humour now has no pretence, 
For con} ring pleaſes better much than ſenſe. 


Our unpolite and barb'rous ſtage admits 
No friſking hero's, and no flying wits. 
Where ſoft Italians ſqueek no female part - - - 


We aim not at your ear, but at your heart. 
No eunuchs here ſhall give the fair offence, 


Our actors all, as manly as our ſenſe. 


On the death of the late Queen. 
NOWLEDGE and arts Elizo's glory rais d, 
For piety and zeal was Mary prais d; 


With wreaths of triumph Anna's arms were crown d, 
Which ſpread her own, and country's fame around; 


In Caroline were all their virtues ſeen ; 


The wile, the brave, the good, the learned queen 
Pleas'd the ſame paths of virtue to purſue, 


She prais'd each rival - - - only to out-do. 
* Sir John Falſtaff, 


Mingling 


Mingling in her their various gifts we ſee; 


To form a fourth, heav n join d the former three. 


Ve 2 es occafi ined by the death of the Honourable 


Lady W - - - - le. 
RANDEUR aloft the tomb may raiſe, 
But virtue, tis thy a& alone 


To give the ſacred duſt a praiſe, 
And with fair lines inſcribe the ſtone ! 


The ſorrow round her marble ſhed, 


The ſighs that breathe, the tears that flow, 


Without a name reveal the dead - - - 
And ſay --- a V, - bþ - le ſleeps below.. 


Thoſe j Joys thy living ſmile oft gave, 
To the ſad eye, and aking breaſt, 

Are thine, lov'd ſhade, beyond the graye; 
Impartial death has all the reſt. 


To day, the fav rite of a throne, 
(See the frail props of human truſt) 


Fills the cold urn the next alone, 


And feeds the worm, and dwells with duſt. 


Een Caroline, who now appears. 
Firſt to bemoan, as once to praiſe, 
Shall draw herſelf thoſe pious tears 
From ev'ry eye, which now ſhe pays. 
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On V Ip le's faded cheek are ſeen 
How ſhort the beams of beauty ſhine ; 


While the lov'd miſtreſs, friend, and queen, 


Beholds her glories end - - in thine. 


The ſubjects fame, the ſov'reigns's ſway, 


All the proud gifts the mighty boaſt 
Shining the wonders of a day, 


Look fair one hour, the next are loſt, 


What then has royalty to give, 
In greatneſs, what the heart to chuſe; 
Since thoſe, who moſt diſtinguiſh'd live, 
In death have only more to loſe. 


Think on the good, the wiſe, the brave, 


When the laſt pang of life is o er; 


See Mary's tomb, and Berkley's grave, 


And price the gifts of birth no more. 


For life our fondneſs to allay, 

Taught by each ſtone and ſolemn buſt, 
The royal are but richer clay, 

The beauteous only fairer duſt, 


Fen virtues, T- lp le, great as thine, 


Shall once o'erwhelm each heart with pain ; 


Breathing their vows at ev ry ſhrine, 


To ſteal one hour from death in vain! 
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To guard againſt the ſhaft decreed, 
Fruitleſs the cheeks with ſorrow lav'd, 
Of nations, which thy care has freed, 


Of empires, which thy ſchemes have ſav d. 


Long lov'd and fam'd, thy fame muſt end 
At laſt with her's, theſe ſtrains deplore; 


Freedom once weep, her darling friend, 


And faction dread her ſcourge no more! 


Ch patriot dear to Britain's iſle, 
With publick cares too long oppreſt; 

Support them nobly for a while 
The grave at laſt muſt give thee reſt. 


Tho” envy ſhews thy glories legs, 
Content thy ſelf a while to find 

But half mankind thy virtues bleſs, 

Yet valu d - - - but by half mankind. 


"Twill pleaſe thy fleeting. ſhade to hear, 
As ebbing life prepares to fly, 

That rage itſelf diſtils a tear, 

And drops it from a penſive eye! 


The wretched toil of life when o'er, 
All conſcious of thy worth ſhall live, 

While death itſelf thus gives thee more 
Than boaſted life cou'd ever give: 
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To the Right Honourable the Lord High ban. 
cellor, on his late indiſps ſition and recovery. 


F virtue, honour, add a fame like thine, 


Eer touch'd the gods, or mov'd the ſeats divine, 


Heav'n muſt relent, as Hardwick. does complain, 


Viewing for one, a thouſand hearts i in pain; 


Attend a nation's fear, a.ſov'reign's woe, 
The knees that tremble, and the eyes that flow ; 


The fervent vows on ev'ry altar laid, 


More for his ſafety, than our own afraid. 

While Britain, for her fav rite kindly fears, 

And lends the ſtateſman all her pious tears! 

How long to ſmile, ſhou'd heav'n his pangs relieve; 
If doom'd to death, how long, alas, to grieve ! 


Far E hears the pious wiſh, and from the ſkies, 
Pleas'd with its power, indulgent, thus replies - - - 
To Alhion's vow, her guardian s life I give, 
« The world ſhall not deſpair, but Hardwick live! 
« From the fad orphan's cheek, and widows bed, 


To wipe more tears away, than now are ſhed. 
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On the formation of Eve. 
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HEN heav'n had clos'd our firſt form'd parent's de 
From whence was drawn the firſt fair bluſhing bride ; 
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On the lov'd form the wond' ring lover gaz'd, ] 
Struck with her looks -- half pleas'd, and half amaz'd : | 
And as each charm he does in raptures view, 
Finds, with his his heart was miſling too. 
On ceaſe to gaze - == that nymph thy eyes behold | 

Is but thy ſelf, caſt in a finer mold; | 
The ſprightly youth, and the ſoft ſmiling dame, | 


Different, tho one; divided, yet the ſame. 
What from thy ſide the virgin took away, 


In beauteous forms the wife ſhall ſoon repay. 
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To Mrs. N. G. 


HILE Celia does Ampntar”s love upbraid, 
His paſſion cooling, and his flame decay'd ; 


Not the ſame rapture glowing in his eyes, 

To the fond dame, the ſhepherd thus replies - ——— 
With different looks thy charms I now admire; 
Poſſeſſion views not beauty, like defire. - => 


L | Fragment 
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Fragment of a letter from a Craft {man at Paris. 
to his friend in London. 


F, part ner of my guilt, thou canſt ſuſtain, 
Friend of my woes, a portion of my pain; 
(The firſt fad hour my ſoul was e'er diſmay'd 
For vows oft broke, and kings and realms betray'd} 

Ah, eaſe my tortur'd breaſt, and ſhare a part N 
Of that remorſe, which rends my anxious heart; 
How wild and deep, ah judge thy ſelf, to ſee 

Our foes ſtill honour'd, and our country free! 
Numbers ador'd our Journal wou'd diſgrace, 

IV -und - m ſtill out and Walp - le ſtill in place; 
Deluſive periods found, alas, but vain, 

On Britain's humble neck to fix a chain; 

"il Our James, to whom we promis d realms and fame, 

* A ſtrolling exile {till - - a nameleſs name! 

[iſ Who, dubb'd a monarch in our weekly news, 
Croſſes for crowns, and ſaints for ſubjects views :: 
And bending to each hallow d ſhrine a-nights, 

| Prays for a kingdom, better than he fights ;, 

With ſhadows raviſh'd, pleas d, and proud to hold 
Courts without courtiers - - treaſuries without gold; 
Abbots unabby'd - - - biſhops without mitres, 


Lords without land -- and armies without fighters !: 


SPITE 
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81 E of each cloud, that from our Journal flies, 
Britons ſtill think - - - and ſenates will have eyes - - - 
But not thoſe ſleeping eyes we want - - - which view 
The traitor upright, the deceiver true ; or 
Darkned by us, but ſuch as weekly meet 
O'er Fog's ily page, and Caleb's gulling ſheet ! 

To each fond reader, each loy'd author dear, 
Who ſells ' em ſhade, to make em ſee more clear 
From court to change, who all in rapture fly, 


Bleſs the dear cheat, and hug the darling lie. 


Tas cauſe of all my woes, one line explains; 
. alp - e ſtill lives, with fame ſtill Brunſwick reigns! 
In vain we threaten, publiſh, forge, and rave; 

If thoſe the wiſe wou'd cruſh, the fooliſh fave ; 
If Britain, for each bleſſing, will not grieve ; | 
Think, without reaſon; againſt ſenſe believe : 
That ſtubborn foes can throw their rage aſide, 
Or like that ſov'reign, whom they long defy'd. 


TH o' from the royal ſmile my life I date, 
The fooliſh mercy well repay'd with hate; 
An ardent vow his empire to enſlave, 
Well pays the giver, for the breath he gave 3 
Safe, when at laſt J touch d the Britiſb ſhore, 
(Now St. 7 -- z only --- Bol - gb - - ke no more) 
L 2 Each 
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Each ſcene I view'd, did but my rage enflame ; 
At home, an exile - - - baniſh'd from my fame 
A want of power did ſtill my ſoul enthral 
Nothing enjoy d while not poſſeſs d of all. 
Curſe on that pity then, which poorly gave 

My body freedom - kept my foul a ſlave 
Not in my own, to rule and to command, 
Worſe than a wand'rer in a foreign land | 

Twas cruelty, not love, an art to find 

To free the man, yet captivate the mind ; 
Recall'd, to {ink beneath a weight of ſhame, 
And bear the load of life - - - without its fame 
Endebted to a foe, tis hard to live; 

Or pardon thoſe the crime who e'er forgive 


A conſcience | be thy bitter voice ſuppreſt 'Y 
Dire, torturing inmate of the impious breaſt ! 
Thy fierce reproaches ſpare nor bring to light 
Thoſe ſcenes of guilt, which covet ſhade and night 
(Each favour cancell'd by revenge and pride, 

The royal ſmile beftow'd, for one deny d) 

Ah never once thy fearful ſlave upbraid, 

For matchleſs love, with hate or ſcorn repay d; 

For acting long the ſmooth-tongu d ruffan's part, 
For the dire purpoſe of the ſavage heart; 
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The realm to fill with terror and alarms ; 

To lend rebellion ſtrength, and treaſon arms! 
How oft the bold and ſanguine ſcene decreed, 
Faction muſt triumph, or Britannia bleed; 
And reſolute to win the firſt renown, 
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I gain a ſtar - -- or George reſign a crown. 


For this with ſcorpions arm d, ſome boding ſprite 
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Throws wide the curtains, each deep dead of night; 
And glaring thro the darkneſs, ſeems to fay, 

Thy guilt is full - - - haſte, traitor, come away 
I ſtart, and wake | 


The campaign.. A panagyrick, occafioned by the 
gallant behaviour of the young Chevalier at | 
the ſiege of Gaeta in Italy; ; as recorded by two | 
of bis faithful finn in two ory Jour- | 
nals. 

Wu LE the TR of . all made their cam 


[paign,. 
Where moſt had their ſnuff-box, but few had their gun; 


With the Monſieurs of Paris, and Bravo's of Spain, 
The heir of great James was reſoly'd to be one. 
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78 


From their milliners compters their armour they bought, 


Their powder was eſſence; their ball was perfume; 
The hero's all hoping their enemies ſhot 


Wou'd not rumple their ruffles, or injure their plume! 


Their ſaddles were velvet, their houſings were gay, 
Each horſe and his rider with nicety dreſt; 

And they went to the battle, as beaus to a play, 
To obſerve not who fought, but who finick'd it beſt. 


As now for the field our young warrior was dreſſing, 
In the pride of his ſoul, and the fire of his bloom, 
He firſt thought it wiſe to ſollicit a bleſſing, 
E er he mounted his ſteed, from his father at Rome. 


To his Holinfs next he agreed to repair, 

In hopes he might ſpare him ſome catholick charm ; 
A relick, which during the heat of the war, 

Might ſecure both his horſe, and its rider from harm. 


He knew, wou'd he tumble his budget but o'er, 

Where miracles ſwarm'd, and where wonders were plenty; 
If he croſs d but his piſtol, *twou'd kill at ſix- ſcore, 

As dead - as a heretick's muſket at twenty. 


A thumb, if authentick, of Thomas the faint, 
Or a ſmock of ſome nun, either holland or lawn; 
If the pontiff, or college, were willing to grant, 
He had little to fear from the cannons of * Traun. 


* Governor of Gaeta. Tho 
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Tho' his ſubjects, as yet, had it not in their power, 
By ſtatutes, and armies, a little diſmay d, 


When they brought him his ſcepter and crown from the Tow r, 


That whatever he lent him, ſhou'd all be repaid. 
Tho' his council at Dawley too often had. err d, 


For his money - he need not be thoughtful, or fear; 


Since Pappa's reſtoration, tho long tw-as deferr d, 
A letter laſt poſt, had aſſur'd him was near: 


That $4. F- -2 and Br r had both. ſent him word. 
| Two millions were rais'd, the deſcent to begin, Sir, 
And if Rome wou'd conſent but to furniſh a third, 

He ſhou'd ſoon be at maſs in his chapel. at Vin ſor. 


In his armour now: dreſt, the young warrior ſurvey, 


Lac'd en, to. ſecure him from ev'ry diſaſter; 


Mounted high on his ſteed, with capariſons gay, 


Which was order'd to fight for himſelf, and his maſter. 


Tho: he knew, when in battle, full well to behave, 


Nor from. bombs, nor from cannon a terror cou'd feel; 


Yet he look'd on the beads which his confeſſor gave, 
As a much better guard than his head-piece of ficel. 


Por a breaſt- plate, more pleas'd with a catholick gift, 
Of uſe, when young hero's too raſhly will venture; 


Inſtead of a ſhirt, being wrapp'd in a ſhift, 


Which once was the virgin's - - - no bullet cou'd enter. 
15 And 
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And to gain ſuch a treaſure he ſurely was right, 
(Eer he went to the ſiege, ) of his grandmother's giving; 
Since the nail, or the thumb, of dead catholicks fight 
Full as well as the hands and the arms of the living. 


Thro' his teleſcope now ev ty rampart ſurvey d, 
A proſpe& his Highneſs took little delight in; 
He look'd, and he ſigh'd, and he heartily pray 4 
That the foe wou'd ſurrender the town without fighting, 


The caftle to view, and the works to behold, 
From a ſtand which he choſe in a neighbouring plain, 
His eye was as pleas d, and his heart was as bold 
As his ſire's, when he battled at Perth and Dunblain. 
Alas, brother Charles, (he was nigh in the field) 
He cries, in a fright, from his war-horſe gang, 


"Tis pity two princes, like us, ſhou'd be kill'd, 
When we both have ſuch armies to fave us from fighting ! 


Tho' we touch not our pikes, or our piſtols, once more, 
In the news, for our acts, we ſhall both be admir d; 
If we ride round the wall, when the battle is o'er, 0 


Or enter the breach, when the foe is retir d! 


Ah, dear Couſin Maples 1 let Berwick's fad fate, 
Wiſe courage in both of our boſoms inſtil ; 

Who found it himſelf, and has taught us of late 
At how monſtrous a diſtance a bullet will kill. 


Our 


ur 


Our friends, if they pleaſe, our precaution may blame, 
That each danger we ſhun, and each battery dread 


Yet ſure 'tis much wiſer to forfeit our fame 


In the heat of an action, than part with our head: 


The hazard fo great, and th' excuſe is ſo fair, 


You needs muſt agree that my counſel is right; 
For our army's ſucceſs, if we both join in prayer, 


And diſpatch, while we kneel, our battalions to fight. 


Shou'd the two Queens, our mothers, once hear we are hurt, 


Jo their ſons out of fondneſs, extreamly obliging ; 
That you bled thro' your waiſtcoat, or I thro' my ſhirt, 
We ſhou'd dance for the future - - and leave off beſieging. 


What tears wou'd they ſhed, if a poſt from the battle 
Brings news, that in danger their Jewels are plac'd ; 
We ſhould both be ſent home to our popguns and rattle, 

Our piſtols unloaded, and armour unlac'd ? 


How my trembling mamma wou'd repine at the war, 
The cauſe of fo cruel and fad a diſaſter, 

If a mile from the fortrels, my garter or ſtar 
By a ſhot ſhou'd be wounded, inſtead of its maſter. 


For unleſs at our mint we ſome guineas cou'd forge, 


The expence of a ribbon and robe to defray ; 
The charge of a feather, a chain, and a George, 
Is more than our preſent Exchequer can pay. 
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As we mounted the trench, if ſome {ly engineer 

A ſhell from his mortars ſhould happily fling, 
Which ſhou'd burſt, and ſhou'd bruiſe us by coming too near 
What wou'd Britain, or Sicily, do for a king ? 


Ah, how wou'd Moll - have a power to ſurvive, 
Shou d a bullet, by accident, meet with my head; 
When the king he long hated he finds is alive, 
And he hears, that the prince he long wiſh'd for, is FRF 


If their darling, too vent'rous, ſhould chance to be ſlain, 
Ah who ſhou'd my patriots with wonders ſupply ! 

Of our fleets at Toulon, and our armies in Spain, 
And furniſh their Journals each week with a lie? 


Friend B - rb - r, fo briſk with his wit, and his pen, 
Muſt poliſh once more what his Gatehouſe detames 

Dreſs Lud, and his ſons, in gold jackets agen, 
In the nitches he left for his Or m- nd and 7 - mes. 


Yet I hope on our guards we may fafely rely, 
That the faints in our holſters their riders may ſave; 
Which ſeldom are warriors till after they die, 
And never fight well, till they riſe from their grave. 


| Gainſt 3 holy wonders tho ſchiſmaticks rattle, 

And the fame which her ſhrines, and her trinkets have won; 
A tooth, or a toe, has recover' d the battle, 
Which a Churchill, or V. illars, wou'd never have done. 
Tho 
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Tho' the noiſe of a cannon ſome hero's may ſhock, 
Under Bridget's protection we boldly may venture; 


For fince you have her pinner, and I have her ſmock, 
The front of the fight's full as fafe as the center. 


For a kingdom fo wealthy had you ſuch a chance, 
Iwou d give you, dear brother, abundance of pain, 
To be hurt by a bullet, or gor'd by a lance, 
And were firſt to be crippled, before you cou'd reign, 


You know, Sir, our kindred have purchas'd renown, 
And a fame for their royal atchievements have got ; 
Have oft gain 'd the credit of ſtorming a town, 


Tho' they ne'er were in reach of a bomb, or a ſhot. 


Your grandſire, great Bourbon, my grandfather Jaies, 
More in love with intrigues, than in ſieges delighting, 
If examples we need, are a couple of names, 


10 prove what great warriors are made without fighting. 


You will hear 1 in a month what brave actions I did, 
Which my Fog will relate, to encourage our people; : 
That I mounted ſome rampart, the time that I hid, 
Like a Stuart's true ſon, in the loft of a ſteeple. 
Tho' I creep in a windmill the battle to ſhun, 
I may quote, for my conduct, two valiant commanders ; 
Twas the fame that young Berry, and Anjou had done 
When ny fought a full league from their ſquadrons in 
Flanders. 
M 2 Ah 
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Ah Britain | how long will thy parliaments flight 


A prince, who ſo early ſuch lawrels has won; 
Who can pray, or attack, who can fiddle, or fight, 
And may one day out-do what his father has done. 


If in peace to his throne you allow him to pals, 


Nor ſhow him a ſword, nor affright him with fire; 


For the favour, each church ſhall again have its mats, 


Each altar its croſs, and each abbey its prior. 


But his friends muſt th' expence of his voyage diſcharge, 
And ſend him a veſſel, or two, from the Wore; 

His treaſure's too ſmall to procure him a barge 
To bring half his court, or his Jes U1Ts Oer! 


An imitation of Horace, lib. iii. ode 2. apply d 
to. the times. 


HE * youth who hopes renown to gain 
In arms, or check the pride of Spain; 

In froſti no cold muſt feel ; 
Muſt beef prefer to ſoups and milk, 
Throw by his ruffles, lace, and ſilk, 

And charge in buff, Or feel. - 

* Anguſtam, amict, pauperiem pats. 

Rotujtus acri militia puer 


Condiſcat, et Parthos minaces, 
Vexet eques metuendus haſta, 
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"Twas the ſtrong ſword, and not the knot, 
Each ancient hero's lawrel got 
Who fought for Greece and Rome. 
Theſe the firm ſhield and target choſe, 
And left to gay embroider'd beaus, 
Their odours and their plume. 


The finger ſhew'd no ſparkling ſtone, 
Rough was the arm, and hard the bone 
That dealt the dreaded blow; 
The helm then wore no rich cockade, 
No dangling ſtring the warrior's blade. 
Unſheath d againſt the foe, 


At nine each night they went to bed, 

A Rugged they lay, and coarſely fed, 
While few to pleaſe the fair, 

In Per ſian veſts their limbs enfold 

To check the breeze, reſiſt the cold, 


Or ſereen em from the air. 


Their lodging * was not > nice, 
Full oft they ſlept on turf, or ice, 
Their couch a bed of ſnow ; 
Their ſmith, and not their taylor, n made 
A ſuit for every fighting blade, 


When dreſt to meet the foe. 


* Vitamque ſub dio, et trepidis ag! 
In rebus 
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When Britons train d like theſe appear, 

Madrids ſhe-tyrant chill'd with fear, 
In fighs is heard to cry - - - 

My ſons, go pray, go count your beads, 

Such troops, if Wade or Cathcart leads, 
If you reſiſt, you die. 


The lion thirſting after gore, 

When trembling forefts dread his roar, 
Now eager for his prey, 

Through the dim twilight is not feen, 

When hunger makes his rage more keen, 

8o bold or fierce as they. 

With midnight monks more pleas'd to dwell, 

To his dull ſhrines, and lonely cell, 
Philip will ſoon retire ; 

+ If Churchill near our walls is ſeen, 

I foon ſhall live a widow'd queen, 

And you without a fire. 


* 


Illum ex manibus boſtici 
Matrona bellantis tyrann 
Proſpiciens et adulta-virgo 

Suſpire. 


1 Eben] ne rudis apminum 


Sponſus laceſſat regius . 
Tatu leonem 
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Each young Iberian bride and maid 
To her lov'd youth, or lord, diſmay'd, 
Will thus breathe out her tears - - - 
To your cloſe holds, oh, quickly run, 


— oe — - — 
2 — — — — — — 


You're ruin'd, if you fire one gun 


Where Haddock's ſquadron ſteers! 


r . 


Ah! if you prize the tender lives, 
The eaſe of virgins, or of wives, 
Keep far from Willꝰs ſight: 
Kneel to your ſaints - - - your maſſes hum, 
Kiſs Bridget toe, or Becket's thumb 
Do any thing but fight - - - 
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Shou d George demand of you, or I, 
For + Britain if we dard to die, 
Each our aſſent might give; 
But ſhou'd he aſk his country's foe, 
Caleb, or Trot, they'd anſwer, no; 
And chuſe its plague to live. 
Argyll, whom Mars with flame inſpires, 
Was ſafer much 'midſt Gallic hres, 
The hoſtile ſword and lance; 
Than + Perkin ſhiv ring near Dunblain, 
When the pale coward left the plain, 
And ſhip'd again. for France. 


* —— Ae cruenta 
Per medias rapit ira cædes. 

+ Dulce, et decorum eſt pro patr ia Mort. 

Mors et fugacem perſequitur virum 


To 
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To keep the hero ſafe and whole, 
The Stuart ruſh'd into his foul 
When eager for renown ; 
Back to the ſhore his troops he leads, 
Quite bleſt, to fave his croſs and beads, og” 
Although he loft his crown. be 


A foe in every dream he ſees, 
And dreads his ſtep in every breeze, 
Which back his terrors bring - - - 
« Fighting, my friends, I leave to you, 
« If zeal and praying will not do, 
c ] neer muſt be a king.” 


True fortitude a power imparts 
To ſmile at envy's keeneſt darts 
Where'er they fly, or fall; 
The brave her efforts can ſuſtain 
Whoſe arrows give their breaſts no pain, 
Which bears, or blunts em all - - 


From H - /1, in wit and tricks grown old; 
From P- the bard, and Mich the ſcold, 
Pert faction may declaim ; 
The little vulgar, and the great, 
New forge the tale, the lie repeat, 
Theſe ſtill ſupport their fame! 


Virtus repulſe neſcia ſordide 
Intaminatis fulget honorilus. 
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Shall * Marl# rough throw his lance away 
For the dull traſh of 7 - - - d's lay, 
Who quacks 1n verſe for bread ; 
Wiſe Brunſwick throw IV - caſtle by, 
| To take good 57. 7 -- near his eye, 
Or P - - - in his ſtead. 


Did apelght Walp- le ever ſhrink 

From &/ - - w's lampoon, or F - - Id - ng's ink, 
Which ſtrove his ſtar to Rain ? 

He ſtill preſerves his honour clear, 

While * Faction's ſhaft, and Folly's ſneer 


Are ſpent each week in vain. 


When did his heart a dread betray ? 

When Fidtion's tongue his peace allay, 

bo trials made more pure ? 

His worth depreſt does fairer riſe, 

Which envy brightens, whule it tries 
To ſtab, or to obſcure. 


To worlds beneath confin'd no more, 
Has high wou'd Brizain's glory ſoar, 
Nor bounds, nor limits know; 
Wou' d prudent George his counſels mend, 
Take $w--# or Orm - ud for his friend, 
And Onfl - w for his foe. 


* Nec ſumit aut ponit ſecures — © 
+ Arbitrio popularis auræ. 
J Virtus, recludens immeritis mori 

Calum, negata tentat iter via. 


N | | * 
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A glorious height beyond the ſkies 
The god-like patriots virtues riſe, 
With matchleſs ſpeed and force ; 
Take a bold * flight above the air, 
Bid malice ſigh, and fraud deſpair 


To reach their heav'nly courſe ! 


+ Fortune, oft pleas'd with wanton tricks, 


On fops a coronet does fax, 

On G - © ss brow the bays; 
Yet tho' in joke the wayward quean 
Made Moll a king, and Swift a dean, 

Such pranks ſhe ſeldom plays. 


You her blind power, perhaps, upbraid; 

For virtue cruſh'd, and guilt unpaid 
The goddeſs rule deſpiſe; 

Yet when Moll - y is ſeen to hang 

With rogues of Rome, a Tyburn gang, 
You'll own ſhe then has eyes. 


* Cotuſque ouſeares, et udam 
Spernit bumum fugiente Penna. 


+ ———— ape dieſpitur 
Inceſto addidit integrum 


Karo antecedentem ſceleſtum 
Deſeruit pede pana clauao 
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Him nurs'd in fraud, in treaſons bred, 
Tho ſlow- pac d Juſtice has not led 
Yet to the fatal bar; 


Wait but one ſeſſions more, or two, 


And Willes will place him full in view 
High on his Holbourn car. 


Harry long reign'd mad Faction's tool, 
Till time had prov'd the ſage a fool 
For ſongs to part with gold ; 
Who found, but found, alas, too late, 
Satyr neer purchas'd an eſtate, 
Tho' many a one it ſold. 


To ſpread his glory round the iſle, 
Great Bourbon's gifts, and Anna's ſmile 
Each other long ſurpaſt ; 
Long the firſt fav rite of the ſky, 
Fate let him live, to bid him die 

Its jeſt and ſcorn at laſt. | 


* Blab not your counſels to his ear, 

Madrid and Paris ſoon will hear 
Each ſecret you let fall ; 

The next fair wind tis ſure to fail, 

Friend Girald has it the next mail, 
And Fleury knows it all. 


m * Eft et fideli tuta filentio 
L Fides 
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Each ſcheme you plan, each cloſe debate 


For peace or war - -- in church or ſtate, 
Who fink, and who advance; 

The number of your freſh ſupplies, 

All Freeman's truths, and Caled's lies 
He ſhips each week to France. 


Say, wou'd you truſt your ſelf to ſteer 
In the fame * boat with ſuch a peer 
Whom every guilt defames ; 
So black the liſt, the ſum ſo large, 
Fove's angry bolt muſt fink the barge 


In croſling o'er the Thames. 


Prologue to the Siege of Damaſcus, Aded by | 
ſome young gentlemen at a private ſchool near 
London. 


HE tragick ſcene inſtructs the ſoul betimes 
To court fair glory, and to bluſh at crimes ! 
To ſooth each ſadneſs in the mourner's breaſt, 
To dry the tear, and eaſe the heart diſtreſt ; 


Touch'd with each human woe, to feel a pain 
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When virtue ſighs - - - or beauty weeps in vain. 


* Vetaba 
Sub 11jdem 
St trabibus, fragilemque mecum 
Solve Phaſelum 
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O fields at firſt like theſe, fierce battles ſeen, 
Gave their firſt flames to Churchill, and Eugene . 
Our fifth great Harry conqu'ring on the ſtage, 
Furniſh'd out hero's for each future age; 

They ſaw the youthful king preſs hard for fame, 
Envy d his ſword, and caught the victor's flame; 
While France to Britain's arms was forc'd to yield, 
Firſt on the ſtage, and after in the field; 
And Creſſy oft preſented to their view, 
Taught our brave troops at Bleinbeim to ſubdue. 


Bu here ſome critick his ſage wit employs - - - 
What! reverend age its morals learn from boys? 
Shall they determine what is wrong, or right ; 
Direct us what to chuſe, and how to fight? 
While fond of ſieges, each young ſtripling runs 
From nouns and verbs, to handle pikes and guns: 
Rare warriors theſe a fortreſs to attack - - - 
Inſtead of arms, with fatchels on their back: 

In years alike, and in experience green; 


Captains at twelve - -- and generals at fifteen. 


Bu let not years fo high i in fancy lift ye, 
Tho' none are here, we've known mere boys at fifty! 
Eer on their brow the warriors lawrels grew, 
MMaſſau and Cæſar had their ſatchels too! - 
With 
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With the ſame joy the ball and cricket ſaw; 
Nor lik d a truncheon once - - ſo well as taw. 
But time each little chief with hero's rang'd, 
And the long dreaded birch to lawrel chang d. 
Pleas'd the ſame race of glory both to run, 
The camp but finiſh'd what the ſchool begun. 


| Lixs them, awaken'd by our country's woe, 
With no unreal flames theſe breaſts ſhall glow ! 
When Bourbon's pride, or Britain's wrongs ſhall call 
Theſe little troops to thunder on the Gaul; 

Their country's love ſhall ſwell each gen'rous vein, 
Feeling that warmth it now is taught to feign. 
Each chief ſhall then bruſh off his gugaw plume, 
And place a wreath of lawrel in its room ; 
While placing Phocyas deeds before their eye, 
Reſolv'd on fame - - - or well aveng'd, to die, 
Some future Bleinheim - - - glorious as the firſt, 


Compleats the warriors rn own Hackney nurſt. 


Epilogue to the Hege of Damaſcus. n by 


Eumenes, 


'F* ſhine ſo young in arms, theſe fighting times, 
Will not be rank d, we hope, among our crimes : 


To early fame thoſe claſſic walls inſpire, 
We read --- and reading catch the hero's fire. 


Daring 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms, ec. 


Daring his muſe, altho' his birth was mean, 
Old Homer made more gen'rals than Turenne : 
Each page of Virgil, while it pleaſes, warms ; 


Arms, and the mam makes ſchool-boys men of arms. 


We with his Trojans war-like fury glow, 

Burn for the fight - - - and pant to meet the foe. 
Battles in books, the lance, the ſword, and ſhield, 
Leave us half mad, for battles in the field; 

While each young chief his firſt campaign begins, 
With battering noſes, and with bruiſing ſhins. 
Like us, moſt captains, ſoaring to renown ; 

We guard a wicket firſt, and then a town; 

The future warrior, by the boy we know; 

Who beats moſt porters - - - beſt repels the foe, 
Tho' Fills and Wade now boaſt a general's name, 


Dumplings were ſweeter once to. both. - - - than fame. 


Ys fair! our conduct ſure you will not blame; 
From you we draw this youthful thirſt of fame! 
The arts of conqu' ring early you begin; 

To ſtation right the curl, the patch, and pin: 8 
Reſoly'd betimes in glory to excel, 


One year inſtructs you how to wound, and ſpell - - - 
Your eyes, with practis'd charms our hearts bewitch, 


While your fair, buſy fingers knot or ſtitch. 


Arma virumque cano 
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Each modern nymph her triumphs now atchieves, 


And learns to murder firſt in hanging- ſleeves. 

From bibs and frocks the arrow often flies, 

And oft the tucker kills, before the eyes. 

At twelve, their ſlaves in chains, young miſſes hold, 
And OP at ſixteen, grows ſtale and old. 


Ir cer a ſmile upon theſe troops ye caſt, 
Take now a long adieu, and look your laſt. 
This night our war-like bands the field pen, 


The next transforms us all again to boys. 


Theſe glittering veſts, that make each chief ſo gay, 
Like birth-day ſuits - - - wore only for a day. 


Pity dull books ſhou'd more debaſe nr idle ! 
What gallant troops does Greek and Latin ſpoil ? 
A ſadneſs ſure muſt damp each ſoldier's breaſt, 
To loſe anon his plume, and war-like creſt : 
His brow, now cucled with a victor's crown; 
Now pale, and trembling at an uſher's frown. 
By a ſmall twig, a general kept in awe, 
Nay ſometimes ſtruck - - and yet forbid to draw - - 
Death to a ſoldier's honour, and his fame; 


I fly - -- and can no longer bear the ſhame - - - 
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The tinker turn'd politician ; or, Caleb's 
: metamorphoſis 


A 


N the iſland of Britain, an iſle of great flats 
There once liv'd a tinker, and Caleb his name; 
So curious his tools, and ſo nice was his ſtroke, 


T * all artiſts beſide he out-did, and he broke - 
Derry down, &C. 


No workman but he, did his work Under and 


But all was quite finiſh'd that came from his hand; 
Tho' he did what moſt tinkers are wont for to do, 
| And each hole that he mended, he always made two. 


Derry down, &c. 


His wares coſt him little for any deſign, 
And for metal, twas ſeldom he troubled the mine 
Mo merchant he needed to find him in braſs, 

For whatever he wanted, he took from his face - - - 


Derry down, &c. 


Our artiſts, and learn'd virtuoſo's of old, 
Cou'd tin, or cou'd copper convert into gold - === 


So each metal he us'd, wou'd, in ev Ty degree, 


When rubb'd on his front, turn as brazen as he - - - 


Derry down, &c. 
O 5 Now 
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Now tir'd with his trade, his profeſſion he hates, 


And from patching of pans, falls to mending of ſtates ; 
His ſheers not ſo keen as the journals he writ, 


1 


For there's nothing like ſtarving to make you a wit. 


Derry doum, &c. 


Now our tinkering ſcribe, with the daſh of his quill, 


Without help of a reaſon can prove what he will; 
While his eflay each week that the law doth defy, 


Into truth, when he pleaſes, can tinker a lie - - - 
Derry down, &c. 
If you aſk his advice, the new ſtateſman with eaſe, 
Can ſtrike out a war, or can plan out a peace 
By turns he can prove them a bleſſing or curſe, 
And a peace ſhall be bad, yet a war ſhall be worſe. 
\ Derry down, &c. 
Your lords and your commons may vote what they will, 
If the tinker's learn'd ſenate is pleas'd with their bill ; 
For in ſpite of your HT - raw -- ck, your W. lles, and your 
[Str - nge, 
There is nothing good law, but what's lik'd at the Change. 
Derry down, &c. 
If you libel your fov'reign, tis honeſt and fair; 
But 'tis treaſon, or worſe, if you laugh at the mayor. 
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A king on his throne you may ſafely reproach ; 
But never, ah never, a H rieve in his coach 


Derry down, &c. 


— RS — —— „ n 


"Tis hanging, or worſe, gainſt mobs to proteſt, 
While the fur is quite ſacred, the ermin a jeſt; 


A certain good ſign of a citizen's grace, 

If he laughs at the ſcepter - and bows to the mace - 
Derry down, &c. 

In his liſt you may read a new patriot ah week, 

And much better than any from Latin or Greek - - - 


Where the breaſt of his S:. John is grac'd with a ſtar - an 
For his head is not yet to be ſeen on the * bar. 


Derry down, &c. 


==. * A ' r 9 e 
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See there is his ſword, and his ſ. purs, and his George, 
All poliſh'd quite nice at the tinker's own forge; 5 
Tho' the artiſt was out, as moſt heralds agree, 

| Who inſtead of his neck, ty'd the ſtring to his knee. 


Derry down, &c. 


With quiet, and Sighting, by turns he is vext, 


And what faves us this ſummer, ſhall fink us the next ; 
"Tis bad in the morning - - tis better at noon; 


And our wiſdom in May, ſhall be madneſs i in June. 
Derry down, "oy 


* Temple Bar. | 
9 2 Our 
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Our ſage with a ſet of new morals now fraught, 
Makes faction the virtue, and duty the fault : 
*Gainſt the foes of his country his pen does employ, 
Gives the halter to Freem- u; the wreathto M - Uoy. 
Derry down, &c. 


Ye wits, and ye witlings - - - plebeians or peers, 


Who ſquirt out your ſpleen in your dull Gazetteers ; 
You may laugh till you burſt, if the court is your theme, 


But to laugh at the city, you almoſt blaſpheme - - - 

Derry down, &c. 

If you follow his counſel, he'll ſhew you a way, 

How Cadiz, or Breft, may be won in a day - 

If you break but old Haddock, the Spaniards muſt fall, 

And give his commiſſion, and flag to brave + H - Il. 
Derry down, &c. 


Of a navy this captain can fave you the charge; 
And can fink you a fleet with a . or barge; 1 
Who wants no battalions for fighting - nor more 
To ſtorm you a town, than an army of four 
Derry down, &c.. 
'Twas wrong in Sir R - - - 74 to ſuffer our foe, 


A gale from the weſt, a whole ſummer to blow - - - 


N 


* As Iriſh Jeſuit, one of the principal incendiaries in Common Senſe. 
+ He took a ſtrong fort with four man, 
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That he kept not the winds, like the ſen - te, in pay, 
To drive both the fleet, and Sir John, from Torbay. 
Derry down, &c. 


Oh George! if you. find any weakneſs or flaws, 

In the ſchemes of your cloſet, or make of your laws —_— 
Our tinker, to ſhew you his wit is not ſmall, 

With a ſodder he makes ye, can n cloſe.” em u p all « <= 


Derry down, &c. 
Tho not with a hammer, his genius is ſtill 
At work, full as buſy, with ink and a quill; 
Since in ev'ry profeſſion, a ſtateſman, or quack, 
He is much better pleas d that his work ſhou' d be Black 
Derry down, &c. 


K his tricks you till like, you may have him agen, 

Who has nothing now left him to {ell - - but his pen; 

From the foe, for a guinea, may ſteal him away - - 

For he fights, like a Switzer, alone for the pay -- . 
Derry down, &c. 

For a bribe (that he hates) he will prove what you will; 

And you're ſure of his heart, if his pocket you fill : 


Then the ſenate, and king, ſhall their duty diſcharge ;. 
And their ſchemes ſhall be wiſe, if his pay is but large. 


Derry down, &c. 


Modern 
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Mogdern patriotiſm delineated. 


ROM the grave patriot, to the giddy throng, 
All kiſs the hand, which kindly leads * em wrong: 


Deluſion ev'ry age and genius ſuits ; 

Thus Sw - © ft is righteous ; L - lle n diſputes. 
Not truth, but contradiction, is their guide - - - © 
Whitefield is learn'd -- and preaches, void of pride, 
The flimſey traſh and lumber of whole brain, 

Has Sh - rl - ts reaſon, cloath'd in 7zlly's ſtrain. 
Caleb in grace and duty does abound - - - | 

And P--- in St. Jo - 7's ſelf has virtues found. 

The pen from bad before, that makes em worſe, 

Has all their praiſe - - what faves em, has their curſe. 


Wiru her own dreams, the witty realm o erjoy d, 
Is never half ſo bleſt, as when decoy'd: 


Pure are his maxims, and his credit high, 


Who treats em with a libel, or a lie! 


To win their ſmiles, who wants no other art; 


Cheat em well only - - - and you win their heart. 
They prize no longer now their Meads and Sloans; 
Moore kills their worms, and Map ſets all their bones. 


To Rock's fam'd pill their body's cure is giv'n, 
And 2p is choſe their ſureſt guide to heav'n. 


ORIGINAL PoEMs, &. 


None fail of bliſs among the choſen tribes, 


Where the prieſt dictates - -- or the quack preſcribes, 


8 EE, ſages round the bowl in night-caps throng, 
Where kings in emblem - - - courtiers bleed in ſong. 
From the full glaſs, in troops ſmooth falſhoods fly, 
While ſome invent, ſome ſhape the current lie; 
By inſtinct, thro Cheapfide it poſts away, 
Inſtructed what to ſwear, or what to ſay; 


Here Haudocſis ſword is pad-lock d, dull, and tame; 


Here envious V lpole fighs at Y - rnon's fame; wy 
For Philip's ſafety only is in pain, 


And bribes the winds to keep our fleets from Spain. 
New ſtrength it gathers as it goes - - - nor ends 


'Till it make George, and Philip boſom-friends - 3 


In ſpite of Chagre s, and of Porto-bell, 

Who love each other ſtill extreamly well; 

Now take a ſhip- and now deſtroy a fort; 
Blow up, and fink, and kill -- and all in ſport 


en 


Each legend form'd to ſuit the bearer's throat, 
If a low villain, or a rogue of note; 5 
Whiſpers for prentices, the club prepare, 
Their maſters always ſervd with better ware; 
Twou'd ſtain their honour to delude the crowd,. 
Unleſs the lie were rattling, bold, and loud; 


"ada. : 


103 


il 
Fi 1 
1 
1 
H 


_ 
FE 


5 od AF. 


— 


— 
23 


ZE SJ NARS 


Wd ft ' 
[ *, "19 i] 
118) 7 
0 11 
i "248 P35 
1 0 
i > 1 ic; 
| 1 Ft 1 
|| [34 
nn 
ein 

, BH 7 is 

01 
ht ' p i 
*1, 4 1 1 

* 4 
a4 418d 
= 1 ! 4.4 
1 Jt 
1 » 

atk} 
4 1 
en. 
— Mir” 

f 

LF P 
i" 1 

il 4 t 
1. 

. 
Wh 1 
Ne 
iin 
t . 1 
3 4 
5 Een 

WET 14: | 
ft ' [ 

vat : 

iy 4 

0 1 

411% 

* FE * 

A # i i; 

+ 75119 
. 

„ 

„ tt 

4 | 10 

Wh 
E. * 
ot bt , 
(34, Og tf. 

' bY 

bi 1 
0 
n 
. 1 10 p 
4 nein 
ine 
i Ws : 3 
% 
r 
ny 4 4 
10 ne. 4178 
File i '' 
. 444 1 
n 
"TH : 14 
\ * ; 
40 * , Nn 
+ 1 tl 1 
; 56 1 
einn 
M 40 HH 
: IL 
4 i} LIN 
2 . 
MN 
_- 114 
28 vj wh: 7 
1 

on | f 

#1 WAS 
y 414 

U i a 
Ar 

« M8 
-. 5x 

WH 

(0.193 
dh! 

'f It 
314 My 
. 4" : i 

it's 4440 
e 
Ll 
ar! 1 
e 
LW : 

4 

1 : 

£ : 11 
N 0 0 
. 
5 1 
if | | 
A i 'F 
i, 0 L 19 8; 

in 1% © 
n * 1 
7 2 7 

+ | 
WIRE 
4 1 10 | 
' 47 1 4:20 1 
5 i 
45 | 

i . n f 
27 
! 18 Is 
iv 3 Ih TP 
n . 1 
Ann j 
*Y HE 6: 08) 
* &? An 
18 11.1 1 
$144 l; 1 
2874 
in 
6 l 10 
1 N 
R. 
0 7 14 
Inne, 
„ 
111 
4 
e 
HY Fi 
Wi! ft 
. 414 
NN 116 

ii 38 

HET £1 
e 
Ht " 1 
N VA 4: 
th, : 

4 0M 
\ 11H 
' JIHH 
1 „ Fin 
IRR 
g ll 144 

1 " 

, A} Wt: 
=] i! l 11 

ee 

6 1:4 4 is 

„ 9. 4, 
\ by bt 
4 4 * 
ak RY? jo 
F DEP gh 1 Al, 
46 
TS Ne 

* „. 

Wh | „ 3; 
= 8 
th, C * 
kd i! | 
\\ 4.5 
' 44 l 
Min 
bl if ag 
ein 
aL \ * 
10 j : 


44H 
1 K 
hs +0154 
1 148 
nh fl 
oy; 
ul} 
#9 M 
10 
4 1 
if j 
hah . 
oo | Vit 
1 1 
4 bal Þ 
4 
} ' 
1 : 


104. Miſcellaneous Gollefion of 


All oppoſition down the fiction bears 

And what the patriot prints, the porter ſwears. 
Buzzing thro alleys, lanes, and ſtreets, it ſtrains, 
Fills fifty heads, and turns as many brains. 


The fib by F — dreſt ſo ſmooth and fair, 


Infects a ſheriff oft, ſometimes a mayor. 
Who propagate and ſpread the Proteus news, 
Truth at the Change ; and falſhood at the Meuſe. 


Aſk em, whoſe voice foretels th' impending curſe ? 


One names his barber - - - and one quotes his nurſe. 


Diſguiſe and fraud are faction's fav rite tools; 


And artful knaves ne er want believing fools, 


WovuLpsT thou admire a group of fineſt wits - T 
See there in ſtate a ſuburb ſenate fits; 


Who dine on trotters, and who ſup on whey ; 
Whoſe ſhirts in Auguſt, were their ſhirts in May. 
Each eve theſe kindly from their garrets prels, 

Poor England with their wholſome ſchemes to bleſs ; 


Who read in Magna Charta no ſuch thing, 
As ſtatutes that forbid to cheat a king ; 


Or laws inflicting penalties and pains 


On thoſe, for Britains good, who beat out brains; 
Which free-born ſubjects of their right bereave, 
To plunder, when their conſcience gives 'em leave ; 


ſe 


ORIGINAL POEMs, e. 


Theſe the good city's ſtrong Prætorian guard, 
To muzzle cruel laws, that bite too hard; 
To awe a ſenate, to direct a king, 


Or from a ſtatute draw its pois'nous ſting - - - 


Who all agree that England's bliſs is o'er, 


If Gin is loft -- - and ſmuggling is no more. 


O'zx their own happineſs theſe fond to weep, 


For ev'ry bleſſing all their ſorrows keep; 
In peace, for war -- in war, for peace they bawl ; 


Give em but plenty, and you ſtarve 'em all - - 


To aid whoſe ſenſe, Moll y a juice ſupplies, 
Which helps their ſight, by ſealing up their eyes : 
Directs em better how to hit the mark, 


As owls ſee always cleareſt in the dark; 
To loſe each bliſs, who ſpare no time, or pains; 


And bleſs'd with freedom, long and pant for chains. 


SHou'D theſe want honeſt reaſons to rebel; 
Say, wou'd not ſtaves and brick-bats do as well? 
No cauſe decided here by ay's and no's : 

N umbers, their juſtice ; and their reaſons, blows. 
What! tho' its maſter knows not to diſpute - - - 
The club may argue, when the man is mute. 
Let Hales, or Holt determine what they will, 
Thoſe that are beaten, are the traitors ſill : 
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106 Miſcellaneous Collection of 
Againſt the law, the vanquiſh'd only fight; 


Whoc'er are conqu'rors, always will be right: 


And what is right or wrong, no ſoul can gueſs; 


Till we firſt know which party has ſucceſs, 


Pity thoſe edicts ever ſhou'd be broke, 
Propos'd o'er porter - - and confirm'd in ſmoak; 
By ſages ſitting round a kitchin fire, 
With parts, oh Parſons | whom thy caſks inſpire. 
Theſe never reaſon well without their draught, 
Which turns their head, and then improves their thought ; 
Freſh knowledge riſing from freſh mugs they feel; 
More eloquent and learn'd, the more they reel ; 
In, with the liquor, ſome new maxim flows; 
And as their ſenſes fail, their wiſdom grows. 
Great patriots now apace, and ſtateſmen ſpring ; 
Two quarts create a judge - - the third a king; 
Who, ſoon of their new ſov'reign weary grown, 


3 


At ſeven anoint him - - and at twelve dethrone - - - | 


To an eminent poet. 


HEN Tonſon pays you for your wit, 
Y Which brings him wealth, and you a fame; 
Let the receipt you give be writ 
Not in your own, but Pallas name. 
Cloſe 


Ce EE ee EE Ee re Eee ——— 
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Cloſe to your pen, and thoughtful chair, 


Still waiting to your ſtudious ſhade; 


For ſo much trouble, ſure tis fair 


That ſhe who helps you, ſhould be paid. 
While you grow rich, look ſpruce, and ſleek, 


You needs muſt own it is a fault, 
You ſhou'd earn twenty pounds a week, 


And your kind helper not a groat. 


Act as you pleaſe, 'tis ſure a crime, 
Whate'er your friends, or you may ſay, 
For deities to write, and rhime, 


And earthly bards have all the pay ! 


When next to Oxford you repair, 
And view your guardian's ſtatue foul 3 
Ah curl afreſh her gorgon's hair, 
And clean her ſpear, and trim her owl. 
To ſee a cloud of duſt o'erwhelm 


Her arms, you muſt be odly bred, 


- Shon'd you refuſe to ſcour her helm, 


Whoſe rays ſo oft have clear'd your head. 


Curliis credit now muſt quickly fall, 
Your mighty rival's fame grow leſs ; 


His wits, tho' great, are mortals all, 
While goddeſſes attend your preſs 
5 
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On life dritten in the ſtyle of Shakeſpear. 


- - = - = - - WAS not man's fad ear 
Oft viſited with ſolemn midnight knells, 
Rung by the cold and icy hand of death ; 
The falſe ſmooth tongue of pride, from duſt and worms 
Wou'd lift us into gods; and often turn 
Life's bubble into ms; making our being 
Firm as the adamant - - - But when our ſenſe 
Is hourly coil'd with fearful ſcenes, that ſhew 
Our ſtate more truly ; when we read of graves 
And ſkeletons, the wrinkled brow of age, 

And withering cheek of youth, kiſſing each other 
In the ſame clammy ſhrowd --- ſuch tales] fo fearful, 
Undo our pride, point out our mortal birth, 

And ſhrink us into ſhadows - - - Thoſe tell us truly 
The dream, and we are twins that fleets away 
The moment of its birth - - and dies to nothing 
Oh life! oh flatterer, life] the filken beam 

The f. pider weaves, is yet a thread more ſtrong, 
More durable, and hard, than that which ties 

Man's frame together - tho a breeze of air 
Croſling the feeble texture, quite undoes 

The curious web for ever © - == 
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------ OH beauty, 

Whoſe ſoftneſs once quite ſham d the cignet's down, 
And ſtealing from the roſe its bluſhing hue, 
Left on its bud leſs fragrance ; I have known thee 
When Paphos queen wou'd wiſh for thy fair cheek, 
To make her own more beauteous, ſeeming here 
To take, and not to lend thy eye, its flame; 
But faded now in death, thy paleneſs ſhews | 
How well the wither d flower, and fleeting ſhade 
Reſemble thy ſhort life, and moment's ſtay 
On the ſoft virgin's cheek, which for an hour 
Thou chuſeſt to inhabit - - - Oh Almeria / 
Tho! marbled now within the weeping tomb, 
Food for the crawling worm, and death, that feeds 
On beauty's mould' ring duſt, the time has been 
When crowds of young and old have ſtrain d their eye 
To view thee paſſing, and with lips of joy 
Have kiſs d the ſoft impreſſion thou haſt made 
pon the yielding turf, which ſeem'd to ſmile, 

Bearing thy footſtep ; then thy look had pow'r, 
(Tho' now a cold inhabitant of clay) 
With its warm beams to thaw the frozen vein 


On beauty; in the ſtyle of the ſame author. 
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Of the cold hermit ; one ſoft ſmile of thine 
Has fir'd the dancing blood of wither'd age, 
Feeling thy hands approach, which bent no more 


Beneath the preſſing weight of years and time, 


When near thy beauty ; whence the weeping eye 
Now turns away its fight, in dread to view 
A form ſo fad and horrid ; what ; is death |! 


Whoſe leaden touch, and i icy hand, has power 


To turn the richeſt work of nature's mould 


Into a lump of cold and lifeleſs clay, 


Nauſeous to ſenſe and thought - - - 


{he fox and the hon. A fete fable. 


Captive fos his time who ſpent 


In a cloſe coop, with ſmall content; 
To priſon for his crimes convey d, 


And the ſly tricks he oft had play d; 


| Grew ſorely vex d he could not ftrole 
But a chain's length around his kde: 


Sheeps heads and hearts are now his treat, 


Who us'd to dine on better meat; 


The plumpeſt fowl his eye cou'd wiſn; 
A hen, or hare, for ev'ry diſh. 


RESOLYV p, 
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Rx$0LVv D, at laſt, to try, and ſee 
If craft, or force, cou'd ſet him free; 
He turns his thought each way, to find 
Some ſlight, his fetters to unbind ; 

That long impriſon' d, might avail, 
At laſt to free him from a jail. 


Cros by his cell he ſaw each day 


Young turkeys ſkip, plump ducklings play ; 


Well cram'd, and eating of the beſt, 
In plenty fed, with freedom bleſt: 
While he, the fav'rite once of fate, 


Now whelm'd beneath its frown and hate, . 


Does all his days in bondage waſte, 


And views, and ſmells, but cannot taſte. 


To offals here and ſcraps confin d; 
Who, e er he loſt his freedom, din da 
Seldom, one day, on coarſer fare 
Than capon, pheaſant, lamb, or hare, 


His wilely ſchemes at laſt ſucceed ; 
The chain is broke, the priſoner freed ; 
With hunger ſtung, and rage inſpir d, 
Now ſeizing what he moſt admir d; 
Acroſs the yard he nimbly ſcours, 

And all he meets, and likes, devours ; 
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Miſcellaneous Collection 
Whoſe paſt affronts, and preſent ſpleen 


Unite, to make his tooth more keen ; 
The rooſt all round with feathers ſpread 
Of dying pullets, and the dead. 


112 


Cros E by, within an awful cell, 


A princely lion chanc'd to dwell, 


And kept a table ſpread : for all 

His loyal ſubjects, great and ſmall : 
Hither allur'd, with hopes of prey, 
The pilf ring fox directs his way; 


Sure, on the royal board to meet, 


Something more nice, polite, and ſweet, 


To grace the monarch's courtly feaſt, 


And ven'ſon, for one courſe, at leaſt 


To crown the fov'reign's ſumptuous meal; 


And on his craft relies, to ſteal. 


O moral truths he now refines, 
And treaſon into virtue coins: 
From guilt, a fame and merit draws, 
And laughs at ſtatutes, fines, and laws; 


A ſtring of faucy, laviſh rules, 

Which knaves invent to hamper fools, 
A ſtateſman he, too learn'd to own 
Twas any crime to cheat the throne ; 


ORIGINAL Pokus, Oc. 


A king to rob, or court diſgrace, 


Cou'd he fill up ſome courtier's place: 
While to himſelf he made it plain, 
The ſin was leſſen d by the gain. 


AND now, unconſcious of his fate, 5 


He tries, and ſqueezes thro' the grate; 


And ſorely griev'd, to view how fine 
Court fav'rites live, and ſleep, and dine ; : | 
Himſelf content with vulgar prey, | 


Who dainties lik d, as well as they ; - 
The pain he felt was too ſevere 
Within, to ſtifle, or to bear ; Eo, 
That he, of all the foreſt mee, 
At court ſhou'd aſk, yet want a place; 
Whoſe wiſdom, ſkill, and parts, he knew 
Were equall'd but by very few ; 


Who yet at court, had met ſucceſs, 
Without his gifts, or fine addreſs. 


His pride now prompts him to ai 
And think the lion's ſelf unwiſe, 
Beaſts i in his councils to admit, 
As void of honour, as of wit; 
This was a dunce, and that ill bred ; 
One wants a heart, and one a head; 
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Each fav'rite had his diff rent crime, 

But none ſo many as the PRIME 

With all his grave and ſerious airs, 

Who little knew of ſtate-affairs; 

Nor ſkill 'd, like him, in nice intrigues, 
Was always bit in making leagues : 

Nor cou'd his ſov'reign's realm defend 
From the bold foe, or treach'rous friend. 


Ht ranges now the royal cell, 
And likes the rooms, and lodgings well ; 
Yet pleas'd with all, above the reſt, 
Approv'd the well-ſtor'd pantry beſt ; 
Which, when at court in days of yore, 
He oft had ſearch'd, and robb'd before. 


Hoping, the lion met alone, 


Jo gain ſome office near the throne; 


And on that poſt again to fix, 

He lately loſt by wicked tricks. 
That, ſhining in a higher ſphere, 
His parts and genius might appear; 
His wiſdom in profound debates, 


His ſkill to guide, or model ſtates: 


How well he cou'd a realm defend, 


Or plan new Jaws, or old ones mend ; 


und 
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And what did moſt his fancy ſtrike, 
To ſhove out all he did not like. 


TAE lion from his regal bed 
Now wak'd, from ſlumbers rais d his head; 
And looking round him, ſtarts to ſpy 
An exil'd ſlave ſo near his eye, 
Among his fav 'rite friends reſort, 
He lately baniſh'd from his court: 
In the ſame breaſt amaz d to find 
Such pride, with ſo much weakneſs join d. 


PI a while his rage ſuppreſt, 
Now glowing in his royal breaſt; 
Too kind, tho' tempted to devour, 


On the vile wretch to ſhew his power; 


Who prompted by his wants to ſteal, 
Might break the pantry for a meal : 

A ſcheme more generous now he tries, 
The fox to pardon, and deſpiſe 5 
Hoping, for ſuch a mercy lent, 

He might grow better, and repent. 


2 Bur when he ſaw him now draw near 
Without an eye, or look of fear; 
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And heard him with a ſaucy pride 

His pity ſcorn, and power deride; 
Suggeſting, he had wrong ' d his truſt 

By ſchemes ſome weak, and ſome unjuſt; 
That kings who ſully their renown, 


Forfeit by law, their realms and crown; 


And give his ſubjects, preſs'd with woes, 


A power, by ſtatute, to depoſe. 


No longer able to controul 
The vengeance riſing in his ſoul, 


The lion wide extends his claws, 


And ſhakes his mane, and whets his jaws ; 


And with a frown, in awful ſtate, 
Thus warns the traitor of his fate. 
Tho' mercy might a life beſtow 

Upon a weak, and proſtrate foe ; 


When daring treaſon ſtrives to ſtain 
The juſtice of a monarch's reign, 


Forgiving then, he does declare, 

Tis fear, not pity, bids him ſpare. 

Die then, nor more perplex my ſtate ; 
And to thy raſhneſs owe thy fate ; 

This wound, and this, thy madneſs gave; ; 
Bleeding, thy own ambition's flave ; 


Which urg'd my tooth thy blood to ſpill ; 
Learn then, that he who ſpares, can kill. 


ORTOINAL PoEMs, F. rx 


The moral. 
Harry, reflect, er yet too late, 


On a ſly brother's tricks, and fate! 


A brother thou, in each degree, 
Subtle, and arch, and falſe as he ! 


But ah, if fame, or life, are dear, 
Droll on, within a Craft/manr's ſphere; 


Amuſe the gaping mob, with lies 
Of armies, ſlav ry, and exciſe ! 


Fach week ſome canvas courtier burn, 


And Britiſh fools to mad-men turn; 
Stop here - - - let Majeſty alone, 


Or touch, with facred dread, the throne: 


The ſcepter has an awful weight, 
And treaſon feels it, ſoon or late : 
Which, tho' a while by juſtice ſpar'd, 
Meets ſtill at laſt, a ſure reward. 


On a ſtately monument crefled over a very 
 unworth y perſon. 


ARRIORS, in fields of death be brave! 
Warm in the chaſe of virtuous fame; 


And the pale coward, in the grave, 
With gold, ſhall buy as fair a name. 
| Give 
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Give but enough, your work 1s done, 
Of clerks, and criticks, not afraid ; 
A bawd for this, ſhall die a nun, 
 Toland a chriſtian, Tofts a maid, 


Let but this metal be his friend, 

In pious fame ſhall S. F - hn riſe; 

Their wealth, with prudence, rakes {hall ſpend, 
Chart be upright, Orm - nd wile. 


Then partial heav'n no longer blame, 
Which ſtill is juſt, or ſoon, or late; 
And gives us in the tomb, that fame, 


Unkindly here deny'd by fate. 


What fool wou'd then for glory fight, 
Mhen the kind ſculptor can afford 

To draw the coward's ſteel as bright 
As the firſt hero's matchleſs ſword. 


Acquaint him only with your price, 
And chuſe what virtues you wou'd have; 
His hand records you in a trice, 


As H- rd -- ch juſt, as Churchill brave! 


Each earthly glory which you want, 
Of the kind artiſt you may buy ; 
May be a patriot, or a faint : 
A F ut n live, an * Haſtings die. 
A lady of the maſt exemplary virtue, and extenſive charity. 


ORIGINAL POEM S, e. 119 


Let this the atheiſt's courage raiſe, 
When the great work of hell is done; 
That BJ -- , when dead, has met his praiſe, 
Writ full as fair on $h - ſb - - 5's ſtone. 


ſhe conſolation. A ſolemn addreſs to 
Weſtminſter-Abbey. 
70 a learned friend. 
* ſolemn ſhade! where' er we turn, 
From iſle to ifle our weeping eyes! 


Beneath, we preſs ſome monarch's urn, 


Or view above, ſome warrior riſe. 


While the great Dead your vaults confine, 
Be faithful to your ſacred truſt; 
Nor more pollute one hallow'd ſhrine 


With guilty names, or impious duſt. 


Let none within your arch's gloom 
| Erect a ſtone, or waſte away; 
Within your manſions none conſume, 
But pious relicks, guiltleſs 7 
Each ſolemn buſt we then ſhould view 
With rev'rence, as we mus d alone; 
Pay the fam'd Dead their honours due, 
And tremble, as we touch'd the ſtone, 
Tho 


e. 


120 Miſcellaneous Colleftion of 


Tho' bleſt in life, you ſhare a while 
The faireſt fame, and firſt renown, 

Partake of Fortune's kindeſt ſmile, 
While I grow old beneath her frown ; 


The worm, dear friend, when once decreed 
To lodge within theſe cold abodes, 
With the ſame envious tooth ſhall feed 


Upon thy epic, as my odes. 


For oh! the will of fate is ſuch, 
Which thou, alas, haſt cauſe to blame, 


That tho' our verſes differ much, 
| Our aſhes ſhall be once the ſame : 


When death of little makes us leſs, 
And ſtrikes, or dreaded, or implor'd; 


None, by our urns, ſhall ever gueſs, 


Who liv'd diſdain'd, and who ador'd. 


Who then at Fate's approach ſhall ſigh, 
Sadden his cheek, afflict his mind; 
Who knows that George was born to die, 

And leave ten thouſand tears behind. 


That noble Richm - d's pityed herſe, 
That Hardw - cs fad and ſolemn urn , 
Thine, or ſome other weeping verſe, 
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With never-ceaſing grief ſhall mourn. 


ORIGINAL PoEMsSs, Oe. 


See William's grave, and mark how ſmall 
A ſpot of earth the king muſt hold! 
Tho' narrow, yet in death tis all 
She e'er allots the good, or bold. 


Tho' the world's conqu'rors in their Bloom 
A glory claim almoſt divine, 
Is yet the clod which fills their tomb 


More fragrant, or more light than mine ? 


Their duſt within a balance place, 
Does it the wretch's duſt outweigh ? 
Or ſhews the monarch's faded grace, 


More comely than the peaſant's clay? 


Beneath the graſs, or humble ſtone, 


With no proud column's weight oppreſt; 
Prais'd by a modeſt worth alone, 


His ſleep as calm, as ſweet his reſt. 


Oh friend! ſurvey the ſolemn ſpace, 
Which thy learn'd relicks once ſhall keep ; 

Where ends both glory, and diſgrace; 
Where ſighs are huſh'd, and ſorrows ſleep. 


Tho' numbers now thy muſe adore, 


Her ſweetneſs mix'd with force divine; 


5 Here their loud talk ſhall ſoon be oer, 


See 


Who praiſe thy verſe, and pity mine! 
A 


here 


I21 
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Twill pleaſe each ſmiling poet's ſhade 


To give thy hallow'd aſhes room ; 
By all the muſes kindly laid 


Near Cowley's urn, or Spencers tomb. 


Where high above great Milton's height 
Thy facred lawrels ſhou'd aſcend ; 
As thou was form'd to give delight, 
In ſtrains like thine, cou'd I commend. 


By thy own pen thy merit's wrote, 
Shall long ſurvive the mould'ring wall; 
Be fair, when columns are forgot, 


When graves are loſt, and arches fall. 


One day ſhall come ; that day the laſt 
This trembling earth ſhall ever know; 
Which ſhall her faireſt beauties waſte, 
Uplift her vales, her hills oerthrow,! 


In this fad ſcene, this fearful doom 
Of nature, do not thou repine 
If the ſame fire that does conſume 
Her proudeſt works, ſhall ruin thine, 
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ORTIOINAL Po EM s, Ec. 123 


On the interment of King William in Weſt- 
minſter-Abbey without a monument. 
REAT injur'd ſhade! ſhall then the marble tell 


The manſions where the Dead in filence dwell ? 
The ſoaring pile inſtruct each reader's eye, 


Where Britain's patriots reſt, or warriors lie; 

Each ſubje& boaſt a tomb, and thou alone 
Want the poor honours of an humble ſtone, 
To guide us where thy ſacred relicks ſleep, 
Where the ſad eye ſhou'd flow, and heart ſhou'd weep. 
To thy cold urn by no inſcription led, 
Extoll'd the mean, forgot the royal Dead ; 
Great William's duſt, the generous, good, and brave, 
Mould'ring, without a title o'er his grave; 
His pious acts to own, or fame to ſing, 


To bleſs the friend, or to applaud the king ! 


Fox this to A/bion's ſuccour didſt thou fly? 
The Summer's flame, and Winter's ſtorm defy ? 
Make bare thy breaſt on Boyre's aſtoniſh'd ſhore, 
And ſtain its billows with thy nobleſt gore; 
Thy wakeful eye forbid ſoft reſt to know, 
While freedom wept, or Britain had a foe; 


R 2 Whoſe 


2 
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Whoſe grief the pious hero cou'd not hear, 

The figh ſhe pour'd, without a father's tear: 
Whoſe aching breaſt alternate paſſions move, 
Inſpir'd with ſorrow now, and now with love? 
Feels the warm current down his boſom glide, 
And as it flows, with joy beholds the tide, : 
Staining his god-like breaft, which knows no pain, 
While his deep wounds a reſt for Europe gain; 
In vain his arm to its own maſter „ 
Who wants himſelf each bleſſing which he gave! 
Hurry'd how oft away by dire alarms, 

From love, from beauty, from Maria's charms ? 
On the cold turf the fainting hero ſpread, 
The cloud his covering, and the earth his bed; 
The night too ſhort to ſooth and wear away 

The toil, and painful labours of the day ; 
While the divided king by turns ſuſtains 

The general's danger, and the ſoldier's pains ; 
His conduct wary, and example brave; 

Scorning to reign, e'er he firſt learnt to fave: 
Whoſe lawrels from his own fair actions ſpring, 
Britain's deliverer firſt, and then her king : 
Diſdaining cer he earn d the great renown, 


To wear her purple, or accept her crown. 


ORIGINAL PoE Mus, Qs. 125 


SHALL then the ftory'd arch erect its head, 
Flatter the vain, or praiſe the worthleſs Dead; 
Their tombs aloft, by proud degrees ariſe, 

Near the forgotten grave where Pilliam lies; 

In no recording emblems fairly wrote, 

The realms he reſcu'd, and the fields he fought ; 

Gaul oft retiring from his vidor fleet; 

And bleeding tyrants chain'd beneath his feet : 

Yet not a marble rais'd at Britain's coſt, 

To mourn the friend in death, the monarch loſt 3 

To teach how weak and vain all human truſt, 
When crowns deceive us - - and {Vaſſar is duſt. 


Ys ſtones, erect yourſelves into a pile! 
Ye flowers unſought, around your hero ſmile; 
Be ye more grateful ; and your grief to ſhow, 
On his ſad herſe your richeſt odours throw |! 
Till bluſhing at the yearly gifts you bring 
To grace the urn of Albion pious king, 
She builds the monument - aſham'd to own: - 
That Dryden's tomb ſhould ſhade great William's ſtone : 
Stateſmen and bards, by Britain's care engrav'd ; 
The king alone forgot, who Britain ſav d. 
Belov'd, or dreaded, where his arms appear'd ; 
By injur'd realms ador'd, and tyrants fear d. 


VET. 
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Vr while thy ſtatue is fo long delay 'd, 
Thy piety forgot, and worth unpay'd ; 


See with fair wreaths the impious brow adorn'd, 
The tyrant honour'd, and the patriot ſcorn'd ; 
Soft ſaunt'ring * James erected in thy ſtead, 
Grac'd with the lawrel claim d by William's head. 
Britain leſs honour chuſing to ordain, 


To him that broke, than him who fix'd her chain : 
That love derided, which her freedom gave ; 
That arm ador'd, which purpos'd to enſlave. 


Prologue to Julius Cæſar, lately acted by ſome | 
young gentlemen at a private ſchool near 
London, juſt after the W riot. 
Hofen by Brutus. 


} O teach the ſoul to act each gen rous part, 


And wake in freedom's cauſe the glowing heart ; 
Into each breaſt to pour the patriot's flame, 
And warm it with a thirſt of virtuous fame; 
"Twas this firſt rais'd the Greek and Britiſh ſtage, 
That drew the ſigh from youth, the tear from age; 
When injur'd DAY did her arms extend | 
To heav'n in vain - - - and wept without a Gerad: 


* King James's ſtatue erefed in the Privy-Garden. 
\ 


ORIGINAL PoEMsS, Q. 


The ſavage boſom found its hate ſubdu'd, 

And the ſtern eye grew milder as it view: 
Rage choſe to pity, cruelty to melt; 

Own'd by the cheek each pain the boſom felt; 
Tyrants, unmov'd before, amaz'd to find 
Soft virtues planted in their ſtubborn mind, 


A glorious height Rome's eagles long had ſoar'd. 
Through Aſian ſkies, and Egypt's heav'n adord ; 
Their tow'ring wing remoteſt empires view, 

Gaze at their flight, and tremble as they flew: 
But the rich trophies which her legions brought 
To grace her ſhrines, were earn'd. without a fault; 
And the fair enſigns by her gen rals bore, 

Ne er ſtream'd aloft, diſtain d with Roman gore; 


Turn'd pale each viſage, ſadden d ev'ry eye: 
Twas Gaul and Greece that gave each ſword its dye: 


And Rome cou'd then her ſhouting armies hear, 
And view her triumphs paſs, without a tear. 


Bor ah! where (. zſar's waſting ſword ſucceeds, 
'Tis no proud foe, but his ſad country bleeds. 
Jrve s ſtatue weeps, as thro' the penſive throng, 
In pomp, the victor's chariot rolls along; 
Bids each cold heart a conſcious ſadneſs feel; 
Rome's ſons half chain d, behind the conqu rors wheel ; 
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While her pale tribes for Cz/ar's triumphs moan, 
And, in the midſt of ſhouts, pour out a groan : 
With ſpoils adorn'd, the proud dictators car, 
Drawn from no diſtant foe, or foreign war, 

All view, with aking hearts and guſhing eyes, 

To conqu'ring Rome, which conquer d Rome ſupplies ; 
Whoſe rev'rend fathers lift their hands in vain 

To heav'n, hard preſs'd with Cz/ar's galling chain; 
Now pour the ſigh, now drop the aged tear, 
Which touch not Cz/ar's heart, or Cz/ar's ear; 
Who ſees the temples crown'd, the arches riſe, 
Amidſt a mingled peal of ſhouts and cries: 

In the ſad ſcene, at laſt, he bears a part, 
Which damps the tranſport of his melting heart; 
Nor by his glories warm'd, nor triumphs fir'd, 
With ſome remains of virtue ſtill inſpir d; 
Conſcious how much too dear thoſe lawrels coſt 


Which grac'd his temples, with Rome's freedom loſt. 


Wu N lawleſs powr would free-born minds enſlave, 
'Tis fear, not mercy then, that ſtrives to ſave. 

The coward, not the friend, withholds the blow, 
When Roe in tears cries, © Cz/ar is a foe; 

« To fave thy country, gen'rous Roman, haſte ; 


« Or elſe, if Cz/ar lives, ſhe breathes her laſt.” 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms, Oc. 129 


Wuo then ſhall Brutus ſword, or virtue blame, 
That ſtrives to guard his Rome's expiring fame? 
Who, rather, not applaud the pious deed, 

That dooms one breaſt, one guilty breaſt, to bleed ? 
The ſteel ador d, which Cz/ar's boſom ſtains, 

To reſcue half the captive world from chains ? 

His breaſt too honeſt, and his arm too brave 

To pity, where ſtrict juſtice cannot fave. 


Bur while his crimes, and virtues, mingled lie 
Like light and ſhade confus'd along the ſky, 
With all its frailties Brutus cannot „ 

But feels ſoft pity bubbling round his heart; 
As he now views his brave and gen rous foe, 
And almoſt ſighs, as he prepares the blow. 
Let this excuſe his ſword, if not commend, 
That Brutus ſtabs the tyrant, not the friend. 


Epilogue to Julius Cæſar lately atted by 1 
young gentlemen at a private ſchool near 
London, juſt after the Spittlefield rio. 
Spoken by M. Anthony. 


| 1 ſee of what odd ſtuff a mob is made, 

And in five hours what antick tricks they play d; 
Who ſeldom in one point two days agree; 
Ranting for Brutus now, and now for me; 
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As the whim takes, and as their leaders guide, 
For you, for me, for this, or any fide: 

Whoc'er they like, on whomſoe er they fall, 

"Tis neither right nor wrong - - but blunder all: 
By the firſt paper lying in their way 

Still biaſſed - and the Journal of the day: 
Duty and peace, if Oſborn firſt they meet; 
Faction and flame, if Caleb's mobbing ſheet, 

Left on each compter weekly to ſupply 

The evening falſhood, and the morning lye. 


Vr break what windows, beat what foes they will, 
With all their crimes, they yet are guiltleſs ſtill; 
Who cannot fin with all their wicked pains: 

For {inning by the law ſuppoſes brains. 

In all our ſtatutes found no one pretence 
To hang dull rogues, depriv'd of common ſenſe : 
Who to each miſchief by meer inſtinct leaning, 


Curſe, riot, burn — and all without a meaning. 


Str Fog's and Danvers ſchemes before their eyes, 
The ſuburbs thicken, and the hamlets riſe ; 

One bobs his neighbour, he the next, to know 

For what they meet, and to redreſs what woe; 
On what loud grievance they ſhall firſt begin, 

To blow up laws, or to eſtabliſh gin; 
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To guard our ſtills, or ſhake the Brizifh crown: 
If George, or if Geneva muſt go down. 


To laws reſolving never to be ſlaves, 


While Crafz/men have their ears, or they their ſtaves. 


Givs them the word, and ſhade them with the night, 
For George, for Fames - - - for both, by turns, they fight ; 
From Shoreditch warlike alleys to Whitehall, 

'Tis buzzing, bellowing, blows, and bluſter all; 
Sound without ſenſe ; no liſt ners, all enditers ; 
Tongues without ears; and armies without fighters. 
On Friday met, to ſcare each trembling ſtreet ; 
Next Monday ſome may know for what they meet. 


| Sar w them his crown - - - proud Cz/ar juſtly fell; 
Shew * em his will - - - he rul'd and govern'd well: 
While in one day the fame nice-judging head 
Damns Ceſar living, and adores him dead; 

_ VWeeps for the friend, and triumphs o'er the foe : 
And in one breath condemns, and likes the blow. 

My ſpeech, which with applauſe the crowd harangu' d, 
n wo hours before, its author would have hang d: 
3y one ſtaunch ſage, one action bleſs d and curs d; 
To day 'tis good, to morrow quite the worſt. 

War pleaſes now, peace will delight him ſoon; 
And leagues he lik'd in May, diſguſt in June. 
8-4 80 
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So like to ours in all their works and ways, 


Sure patriots firſt appear'd in Cz/ar's days. 


MoszzinG we find a virtue of great fame, 
Eer ſuburbs had their courts, or Fog a name; 
Other learn'd ſtateſmen other realms did bleſs, 
E'er cits rul'd kings, or Franklin had a preſs. 
Ev'n Rome, which made all other empires ſlaves, 
Felt the dire force of cudgels, and of ſtaves; 
And tiles and brickbats oft were found too hard 


For her beſt gen' rals, clos d with all their guard: 
All this, &er Danvers led his troops to fight, 
Or Catiline taught Craft/nen how to write 


His truſty troops for action to prepare, 

And with ſmooth words to gild ſedition fair. 
For Britain's woes who feels his boſom melt, 
Oft weeping for thoſe ills ſhe never felt. 


T o ſenates then for laws no more repair; 
You'll find much better made in Sp:zal-/guare 


O'er punch and porter, where learn'd clubs each night 


Debate of peace and war, of wrong and right : 
Good ſtatutes form, the nations wounds to heal ; 
Enact with broomſticks, and with bats repeal : 


Wiſe members by our new electors choſe ; 


Lords without ſhirts, and commons without hoſe. 


To 


"0 
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To ratify each law their chiefs endite, 

All crowd to ſet their mark, for few can write: 
No need of ink their learned thoughts to tell; 
For chalk and charcoal ſerve the turn as well. 
Thrones totter, ſenates tremble, courtiers fall; 
Their fate's all fix d; fay, where? upon a wall. 
Would you your country fave, to theſe repair, 
The Cato and the Tully's of Rag-fair? 
Who, from their garrets, ſaving maxims bring; 
Fach in his night-cap, tutor to a king. 


Ir in the acts you paſs theſe find no flaws, 


Their chairman nods, and owns them to be laws ; 


Elſe, laughing at your ſpeakers ay's and no's, 
(Weak reafons, balanc'd againſt folid blows) 


Fog lights the match, your boaſted ſtatutes fall, 


In ſquibs and rockets fir'd around the * Hall; 

While at your ſenate's pow'r the patriot ſneers, 

The laws all ſmoaking round their judges ears ; 

Whoſe Iriſb foes, all frighted from the town, 

Their ſhuttles broken, and their looms pull'd down, 
Who knows but that a vote may ſoon. be paſt, 

That George himſelf is Dublin-born at laſt; 

And, by a clauſe in the new ſuburb-leagues, 

Kings, lords, and commons, all be mark d for Teagues: 


$ Weſtminſter-Hall. 
This 
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This may be voted in ſome future forum, 

Chuſe MWixon only chairman of the quorum ; 
Who cures all Britain's ſighs, and her querelæ, 

With one ſhort daſh - - tis only - - - Georgium dele. 


BRITONS be wiſe, keep cloſe your ſchemes and bills, 
Till you farſt know your modern maſters wills : 
In garrets lodg'd, conſult each ſage of note; 
Then put the queſtion to the houſe's vote : 
If mobbing be a fair and upright trade; 


It folks by treaſon are worſe ſubjects made ; 

If any law with legal force can bind, 

At Shoreditch firſt if not approv d and ſign d: 

When ſhe allows your projects have no guilt, 

The vote may ſtand, and your new bridge be built; 
Elſe, not one hoot acroſs the fabrick marches, 


Till ſhe firſt gives you leave to turn the arches. 


To the Reverend Dr. Young. 


ORGIVE * me, ſacred bard, if I aſpire 
| F Without thy art, | to touch thy hallow' d lyre! 
Part of thy muſe's lawrel proudly claim; ; 
Fond of thy ly ſubject, tho' I want thy fame! 


* The twelve following pieces were prefix*d as dedications 10 as many moral ſatires 
on the Manners of the age, publiſhed by the ſame author. 


+ The Univerſal Paſſion, in Ave ſatires. 
With 
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With her own fools I treat our ifle agen, 
The lumber and the leavings of my pen ; 
Thy volume in Octavo quite too ſmall, 

To rail at half, much leſs to hold em all. 
Which, hydra-like, lop'd off by thee before, 
Shoot up afreſh, and multiply the more: 


Rout 'em this hour, they come the next in play ; 


Like muſhrooms, ſprung, and perfect in a day ! 
Infeſt the bar, the ſenate, and the pit; by 
The ſeats of wiſdom, and the throne of wit. 
In vain her friendly ink correction ſpills; 
While folly ſprouts, as faſt as ſatire kills; 
Three W. Tong heads vanquiſh'd in the page before, 
Vou wonder in the next to find em four. 


135 


D1sDAIN not then the muſe, tho weak her might, 


Who dares appear thy ſecond in the fight 
Tho much thy arm has done, yet ah, believe 
More left behind, for others to atchieve; | 
The gleanings of thy fruitful field, not ſmall, 
With pains and patience cou'd we pick up all; 
One race extinct, as buſy and as bold 


New vanities ATE, year ſucceed the old ; 
Which bound to bleſs us with a rich increaſe, 
Reſolve the fruitful line ſhall never ceaſe : 


* 


Providing 
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Providing thus, with fond paternal care, 


No folly ſhall expire without an heir. 


70 his Grace the Duke of Richmond, with the 


Manners of the age. 


NCE more the muſe attempts to pleaſe your ear, 
With lines, a Richmond cannot dread to hear ; 

Tho' read with anguiſh by the proud and vain, 

Satire ne'er gives the v pright heart a pain. 

The age's guilt, like ſhades augmenting light, 


Shewing your worth and fair renown more bright. 
You the beſt Satiriff - - - to laſh the times 


More keen the patriot's fame, than poet's rhimes ; 

Me uſe our pen, when knaves, or fools, offend ; 
Your parts, and honour, teach 'em both to mend ; 
Who live, while we in vain dull rules diſpenſe, 
To ſhame em into truth, and better ſenſe. 


Ir then each charm of mind, each grace of youth, 
The pureſt faith, and the ſincereſt truth; 
A breaſt, that never guilt or falſhood 1 
By glory ſway'd, to honour's dictates true; 


That pity, which inſpires the braveſt mind, 
Pleas d to be noble, only to be kind; : 


Dith 
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With birth to part, from grandeur to deſcend, 
And loſe the Peer, in the good-natur'd friend: 
In you, th' extreams of fortune reconcil'd ; 
With titles humble, and in greatneſs mild: 


Grandeur with fame, with meekneſs power ally d; 


Proud only, in a noble ſcorn of pride. 


If theſe are your's, the ſatire that you view, 
Severe to others, gives a fame to you. 
Since verſe, that does each fault and folly blame, 
Applauds the virtue that it does not name. 


To his Grace the Duke of Newcaſtle, with the 


Manners of the age. 


UBLIME and ſtrong muſt flow the graceful lays, 
Which hope from you a pardon, or a praiſe; 
Correct the thought, the meaning juſt and clear, 

To ftrike your taſte, or pleaſe an Attick ear: 


Which only can attend thoſe happy ſtrains, 


Where fancy drives, but judgment holds the reins. 


Force join'd with eaſe, in ev'ry period ſeen; 


Where reaſon arms, and ſenſe makes fatire keen ; 
To judge of men, on manners to refine, 
The courtly * Roxaan's boaſt alike, and thine 
In vain conceal'd from your diſcerning thought, 
The ſmalleſt frailty, or the niceſt fault. - 
* Horace, 3 | | Who 
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Who ſmile to view the cruel ſatire bite, 
None half fo hard, as thoſe who laugh, and write; 


And kindly meant a nation to reclaim, 


Which feeds, when hungry, on its maſter's fame; 


Each reader finding in the boaſted ſtrains, 


One ideot more than the ſharp verſe arraigns. 


Vr oh, thy poet's labour to attend, 
Let George one hour, and Britain want a friend; 


With plans of peace fatigu'd, nor ſchemes of war, 


Let the great ſtateſman loſe a while his care ; 


Heedleſs, whoſe power declines, whoſe empire thrives ; 


What Jer dreams, or what the Heine contrives. 


For fools in verſe, this ſatire wou'd expoſe, 


Forget pert Caleb, and his fools in proſe ; 


His piddling ſheet permitted for a day 
To pleaſe and prate, to lie, and to betray : 


| Folly and weakneſs in the wiſe to ſhew ; 


Railing one bleſſed week without a foe. 
While Britain's fame no more attracts thy eye, 


That fame, which thy own counſels lift fo high : 
In chy full glory not averſe to own 
A muſe unſkill'd, but not to thee unknown. 


Tho' low her voice, tho' impotent her wing, 


By thy great bounty oft inſpir'd to ſing. 
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70 the Right Honourable Sir Robert Walpole, 


with the Manners of the age. 


OON wou'd the muſe have little left to do, 
Had ſhe no better friends abroad than you; 
The learn d and prudent, to adorn her ſtrain 
Not half ſo uſeful as the dull and vain. 
Who pliant to the genius of the times, 
In pity live, to find the poet rhimes; 
For honeſt ends to want each merit, ſtrive 


That Satire may have work, and Toſon thrive. 


An, did your frailties the gay tribe ſuſtain ? 
Meagre their look, and mean wou'd be their gain. 
Since the lov'd patriot, and the generous friend, 
Teach rage to melt, and fatire to commend ; 

In envy's breaſt a ſecret wonder raiſe, 

And from her venom'd lip, extort a praiſe. 
Honour, that ſolid ſhield on which you truſt, 
Takes from each foe the pleaſure of a thruſt ; 


Strong to defy, and ſteady to endure, 
Her orb reſiſtleſs, and protection ſure ; 


Faction's weak ſhafts all glancing from the ſteel, 
Which from their point does no impreſſion feel ; 
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Each paſſage ſtopt, and bounding back from you, 


Pierce the dire Fury from whoſe arm they flew. 
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LzrT falſhood cenſure then, or fraud aſſail, 
Still ſhall thy fame or all their arts prevail. 
1 A conſcious joy whoſe heart cou'd never prove, 
i hut from a ſenate's ſmile, or nation's love; 

i With care collected in the ſtateſman's breaſt, 
= Maxims that empires ſavd, and ſubjects bleſt ; 
Each glorious plan familiar to his eye, 

That lifted Sparta's rigid fame ſo high; 
Which gave each Scipio his divine renown, 


Richmond his ſtar, and great Maſſau his crown. 
Of each fair art to trace the hidden nine; 
His is the toil, the fruit (oh Brunſwick /) thine ;. 
Pleas'd, thy own virtues in his breaſt to view; 
| | Wiſdom to chuſe, and courage to purſue : 
Far from his boſom baniſh'd evry fear; 
An upright heart his Ægis, and his fpear. 
| Secure in life, and of no foes afraid, 
But thoſe his virtue, or his glory made. 
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Bo r from her fav rite theme the Satire ſtrays, 
Whoſe province is to cenſure, not to praiſe; 


The proud to check, the vicious to purſue; 
Unkindly hurried from her taſk, by you; Hy 
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The muſe more pain d, (ſince you are not her friend; 
Nor lend her aid to blame, ) than to commend. 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Wilmington. 


HE learned ear with verſe while we detain, 
Is it to give applauſe, or elſe to gain? 
(From the fair eye, as gems receive a light, 
Their luſtre ſtrives in vain to ſhew more bright.) 
Io raiſe the patriot's worth whate'er we lend; 
The patriot's acts the poet's praiſe tranſcend ; 
Wiſe, generous, prudent, faithful in our lay; 


Whate' er we give, tis all his own we pay. 


Taz muſe how kind, before her Satire plac d, 
A name by kings below d, by ſenates grac'd ; 
To give him genius, honour, birth, addreſs, 
Whoſe virtues nations own, and councils bleſs ; 
Where call'd by Bu, ifwick's wiſdom to preſide 
To wealth and' fame, whoſe ſchemes can better guide ; 
Add to our glory, or augment our power? 


Or on his country richer bleſſings ſhower. 


Tro' gratitude may ſeem the gift to bring, 
Tis pride inſpires us, when to ſuch we ſing! 
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For who ſo humble, if you like the ſtrain, 


But grows by your applauſe, or pardon, vain ? 
If yet with that ambition nobly bleſt, 

"Tis vanity to ſtrive to pleaſe the 6%. 

An aim ſtill rifing in the poet's thought, 
Which into praiſe and virtue turns the fault. 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Scarborough, 


O birth, when fame a ſecond luſtre joins, 
With ſtrongeſt force the hero's action ſhines. 
As gold, that does a richer flame diſplay 
Aſſiſted by the ruby's ſtreaming ray. 
The fov'reign's ſmile great Edward's flar beſtows ; 
Yourſelf, the golden beam with which it glows ; 


That light your own, which from its circle ſprings, 
And adds a glory to the gift of kings. 


Ver tho your fame at diſtance we admire, 
You damp each genius, which you firſt inſpire. 
Too weak the grateful and well-meaning lays, 
To give applauſe, where monarchs chuſe to praiſe ; 
Born to the ſtate a like' ſupport to yield 


In courts, or camps, the ſenate or the field ; 
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Doubly inſpir'd fair glory to purſue, 
Both by your eloquence, and courage too ; 
Gifts your own Pallas to her fav'rite gave; 


A voice as moving, and an arm as brave. 


Los v in thoſe lonely ſhades, where fortune chains 
Your poet down to combat age and pains ; 
What can he ſing, harmonious to your ear, 
To pleaſe the judge, or to inſtruct the peer? 
What tick phraſe ſelect to give advice, 
As Dorſet courtly, and as Horace nice? 
Without exalted thought, and manly ſenſe, 
The ſatire's always ſure to give offence; 
For turn and wit, which ne'er with nature parts, 
Then keeneſt, when in ſmiles ſhe throws her darts. 


Vr as the trembling muſe ne'er hopes to ſend 
A gift, which he that reads it cannot mend; 
It gives her ſome relief, with fear oppreſt, 
That they forgive the moſt, who judge the beſt. 
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To the Right Honourable Arthur Onſlow, Eſq; 
Speaker of the Houſe of Commons, 


” O reach that fame and virtue we admire, 
Tho' hard the toil, tis God-like to aſpire ; 
Heroick minds, like diftant ſuns appear, 

We feel their beams, but cannot touch their ſphere. 
The eye contented, while their orbits glow 

In tracks above, to bleſs their light below. 
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ON glory's height we view the patriot plac'd, 
Fair with each worth, with ev' ry honour grac' d; 
With ſober counſels, and in wiſe debates, 

Now guarding kings, and now protecting ſtates; 
Planning nice ſchemes in his well-judging breaſt, 
To make the ſovereign great, and ſubject bleſt : 
Blended in one, where diſtant virtues lie, 

Great without pride, without ambition high ; 

A friend to each, contending to unite 

The monarch's claim with the glad people's right; 
To leave fair freedom, ev ry Briton's dow r, 

And liberty to reconcile with pow'r. 


YET 3 how oft haſt thou with pain beheld, 
The wiſeſt ſchemes by rage or folly quell'd ? 
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Fond to contrive the worſt, the beſt to blame, 
Whoſe madneſs ſatire only can reclaim. 

Thyſelf, how oft unable to withſtand, 

When pride wou'd awe, or faction wou'd command ? 
The force of language, and of reaſon vain, 

For her own guilt to give her heart a pain. 

With truth reſolving never to agree, 

You have your Crafiſinen, and our criticks we: 
Who a ſtrange zeal for contradiction boaſt, 

Smiling and bleſt, whene er they blunder moſt. 


Ir then thy eye has leiſure to peruſe, 
(That eye ſhe fears,) this offering of the muſe; | 
How will the ſtateſman often ſtart to view 
Each portrait real, which her pencil drew ? 
Her rage more keen, and more ſevere her thruſt, 
When ev'ry feature, and each line is juſt : 


Who needs no falſhood any foe to firike, 
That ſatire wounding moſt, which paints moſt like, 


To the Right Honourable Harry Pelham, Eſq; 
HEN rival kings, to prove their titles, fight, 


Whoever beats and conquers, ſtill is right; 

His claim is ſtrong, tho' without blood, or law ; 

Succeſs ſtill ſoddering up each fault and flaw ; — 
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So when the learn'd and noble like the ſtrain, 
However low, the town derides in vain ; 


Bold criticks here, like traitors, vent'ring hard, 
Who, e er they reach the king, muſt rout his guard; 
Daring the voice, which ventures to defame, 

The ſatire guarded by a P - 1h - m's name. 

Like citadels ſuch well-fenc'd poems ſeen, 

Whoſe ſtrength ſecures th' troops, tho weak within. 
Who, when th' attack begins, and foe is nigh, 
More on their ramparts, than their ſword rely. 
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SMILE on this verſe, and D' dang'rous quill 
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Puſhes in vain, tho' drawn in wrath to kill; 

Behind your friendſhip ſafely I retire, 

Scorning the pedant's charge, and critick's fire; 
Each breach their fury makes, repair d by you, 
Who give us credit, and protection too. 

Like well-wrought ſteel, the ſmile of noble friends, 
Which beautifies the warrior it defends ; 

Supports his courage in the daring fight ; 

Shining and ſtrong, ſecure at once, and bright. 
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70 the Honourable James Brudenell, Eſq; 


HO gratitude the zeal might well excuſe, 
And generous withes of a faithful muſe, 
To draw the friend ſincere, the ſlateſman juſt, 


And vindicate each virtue from the duſt ; 
Praiſe, if diſcretion is not choſe her guide, 
That means to give applauſe, does but deride ; 
Shewing the fop genteel, the bully brave; 
The pert facetious, and the thoughtleſs grave. 
Their friends and fav'rites thus whoever paint, 
Only extol thoſe merits which they want. 

By art, and ſtratagem, we ſhou'd commend ; 
And when we praiſe, ſeem almoſt to offend. 
Convey the gift beneath ſome ſmooth diſguiſe, 
Since the well-bred, the courtly, and the wiſe, 
If conquer'd, muſt be taken by ſurprize. 

True panegyrick looks like nuns profeſt, 

And underneath a veil {till pleaſes beſt ; 
Which ſeeming at firſt fight a ſecret foe, 

Has ſomething friendly {till it does not ſhew. | 
Praiſe, like the Parthian, whole unerring eye 
Then aims the ſureſt, when he ſeems to fly. 


AvPLAUSE is ſuch, which ſurer to beguile, 
And pleaſe the more, ſometimes inverts her ſmule ; 


147 


-U-2 Suſpends 
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F Suſpends the friendſhip, till ſhe finds a place 
The gift to offer, with a better grace. 
Says little, while ſhe acts the kindeſt part, 
Of Richmond's glory, or of Brudenell's heart; 
Forgets the peer, the patriot, and the friend; 
Uſeleſs the poets praiſe, where all commend. 


Jo the Fight Honourable Sir Willam Y oung. 


ORGIVE the unknown partner of your care, 
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Liſted a ſecond in the glorious war; 
Fraud to detect, and faction to oppoſe; 
Now gor'd in verſe, and bleeding now in proſe ; 
Half won by you, my conqueſts are but ſmall, 
Who on ſome routed ſtraggling party fall; 
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Renew the combat when the danger's o er, 
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The foe quite weaken'd by your arm before. 

While here a Sz. 7o- n, there a Fog expires, 

As trembling from your power each foe retires; 
Their Journals batter'd, where they ſhelter ſought ; 
And whence each hero briſkly far'd, and fought ; 
Which now on Franklin's ſhelves in ruins lie ; 
Where ſtateſmen deeply think, but grocer's buy; 
Their ſheets to bind up tea for courts, decreed ; 
Here loyal Danvers ſerves his &ing indeed. 
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var oft how vain has prov'd thy boaſted art, 
To awe the bold, or turn the impious heart ? 
Whom language cannot charm, or reaſon melt, 
In ſenates long, the power of each unfelt ; 
Such, fatire ſtrives, but vainly, to advile 
Who hearing thee fo oft, are ſtill unwiſe ; 
For to convince 'em, what a mean pretence 
Have poets, when they ſcorn the ſtateſman's ſenfe ? 
To hope that rhime their morals ſhou'd improve, 
Or verſe perſuade, where reaſon cannot move; 
An error to reclaim, or fault to ſee; 
Their eyes fo often clear d, and couch d by thee. 


To James Butler, Eſq; one of the knights of the 
ſhire for the county of Suſſex. 


ATRIOT, and friend to truth | whoſe ſenſe ally'd 
With virtue, ſtill has choſe the better fide ; 

In modern manners leſs exact, and nice; 

Vent'ring to be well bred, without a vice; 

How cou'd you ever hope, in cuſtom's ſpite, 

With piety alone to be polite ? - 

That honour, without art, ſhou'd be your friend, 

Good-nature pleaſe, ſincerity commend ; 

In ev'ry eye the patriot's fame ſublime, 

Bore to its height, without one modiſh crime. 
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Whoſe ſmiles her P- 1h - ms, and her But! rs ſhare. 
Which does in your's her own fair glories view, 
Augmented more, the more ſhe favours you! 
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Say then, when guilt expatiates without ſhame, 

And for its brav'ry claims a greater fame! 

{Britain's kind wits aſſiſting with their ink 

Young heirs to prate, young Deiſts not to think. 

From their own ſenſe good ſaving ſchemes who draw, 

And where heav'n errs, with comments mend the flaw ; 

The Deity each week, whoſe parts are leſs, 

By learn'd Freethinkers tutor'd from the preſs ! 

Who practiſe virtue, and who blifs purſue, 

By myſtick rules their Maker never knew.) 

Say, while beneath religion pines and weeps,' 

And yet above heav'ns awful thunder ſleeps 3 

Whoſe pious ſmile the cherub's brow ſhall chear, 

And from her check wipe off the falling tear: 
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The fable cloud remove her forehead wears, 


And teach her to avert the fate ſhe fears ? 


Bur ſee the power emerging out of night, 
Glows fair, with beams of freſh celeſtial light ; 
Beholds her ſons with ev'ry honour grac'd, 
Shining in councils, or in ſenates plac'd ; 
Aſſur'd that iſle is ſtill heav'ns fav'rite care, 
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And adding titles to each patriot's name, 


Enjoys a credit, while ſhe gives a fame. 


75 Fr Cecil Biſhop of Parham in the county of 
Suſſex, Bart. 


NCE more her fay'rites ear the muſe attends, 
And her laſt gift, tho not the meaneſt ſends; 
Where he ſurveys thick ſpread in ev'ry Page, 
The modiſh follies of each ſex and _ 


By myſtick rules, who fame or bliſs purſue, 


Which reaſon never taught, or wiſdom knew. 
More pleas d their ſober dictates to deſpiſe, 
And by new modern maxims to grow wile. 

At ſixty the court ſtep to Flrio taught, 

Who ten years older, is with beauty caught ; 
Pleas'd at Quadrille his midnight hours to pals, 
Tho' forc'd to find out Baſto by his glaſs. 


Bor thou, ſedate in youth, and early wile, 
Whoſe judgment ſenates own, and age might prize; 
Againſt the torrent of nice cuſtom led, 

Genteel, and with frugality, well bred; 
Thy happineſs, to which ſo few advance, 
Is the fair work of prudence, not of chance ; 


Not 
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Not led by crouds to act, or judge amiſs ; 

If ever bleſs d, who blunder into bliſs ; 

Cloſe by their leaders, jogging fide by fide ; 

Who right or wrong, are govern'd, by their guide. 


Tu vote, by pow'r engag'd, nor flattery bought, 
Is the reſult of conſcience, truth, and thought ; 
In whoſe fair actions, Britain ſmiles to view 
A love of virtue, and a pattern too. 
The dictates of nice honour ſtill obey'd, 
Warp'd by no intereſt, by no paſſion ſway d. 
Faction's unſkill'd, a weakneſs to impart, 
To awe thy firm, or taint thy upright heart : 
What wicked ſchemes they plan, or wiſe deſign, 
Thy country's friends, and foes, are ever thine. 


On a Phyſician who recovered a beamiful young 


Ladjy. 


S beauteous Hebe, withering in her bloom, 


Machaon reſcu'd from an early tomb ; 
The paleneſs from her faded cheek withdrew, 
And as her charms reviv'd, his paſſion grew ; 
Each grace new form d, he views with fond e 


Warm d by thoſe flames he kindled in her eyes ! 
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By his own ſkill made keen that cruel dart, 
Which ſoon transfx'd her kind deliv'rer's heart. 
Ah, heedleſs wretch | each med'cine to employ 
Thoſe looks to arm, which muſt thyſelf deſtroy ; 
To give her eyes again thoſe ſhafts and fire, 

By which the giver muſt too ſoon expire 5 

He views her now to all her bloom reftor'd ; 
Each feature lovely, and each look ador'd | 

He the ſad patient now, her beauty's ſlave, 
Bending before that matchleſs power he gave! 


His art but helps her rigour to fulfil, 
Which Hebe 885 ſaves, himſelf to kill. 


To Mr. J. B. i by ſome verſes Jent to the 


author on one 7 his poems. 
UCH praiſe from thee, and in ſo ſweet a ſtrain, 
Wou'd make the humble, proud; ; the modeſt, vain; 
Criticks, a muſe thus ſung, may now befriend ; 


And dare approve thoſe lines which you commend ; 
In envy's ſpite, you give 'em worth and fame, 

For who ſhall ſcorn what you refuſe to blame ? 
But friend, or foe, or both ; too dear I pay 

For thy kind verſe, and thy forgiving lay; 


Extoll'd by theſe, no more my numbers ſhine, 


For who, that reads thy muſe, can pardon mine ? 


X Achilles 
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Achilles thus, to Troy a dreaded name, 
Fought not to ſwell, but ſhade Atrides fame; 
The hero's lawrels, which his valour bleſs, 


Serve but to make the monarch's praiſe the leſs. 


On the death of King William. 


B HOLD the good, and great, and brave, 
With duſt and darkneſs cover'd o'er; 
See Mary's tomb, and William's grave, 


And viewing theſe, be vain no more! 


Tell thy fad heart, from what is paſt, 
That nothing round this ſpacious ball, 
Or high, or ſacred, long can laſt, 
When kings expire ; the mighty fall. 


If then the arches which ſuſtain 
The world's deep frame, muſt once decay? 
Oh bear thy fate without a pain, 
If thou art frail, as well as they. 


Whoſe voice ſhall moan his mortal ſtate, 
Who views yon melting orbs on fire; 

Or who complain of life's ſhort date, 

Who knows the heav'ns muſt once expire? 
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"Twill help thee nobly to abide 
The terror, knowing, at thy doom, 
That death and darkneſs ſoon ſhall hide 


All nature in one common tomb. 


That crowns ſhall fade, and ſcepters ruſt, 
Pride awe no more, and thoſe that ſway 
The world's wide empires mix their duſt 


In one cold grave, with common clay. 


Great power | thy ways I now defend, 
Too oft inclin'd, alas, to blame ; 

Viewing the hour, which ſoon ſhall end 
Mankind's deſpair, as well as fame. 


A Patriot's lopalty. 
\O fay the crown to Brunſwick did belong, 
Seem'd ſtrange to Curio, and to Beſſus wrong. 

Statutes were urg d, laws pleaded, but in vain, 
They had no right to ſerve, or he to reign.” 
At laſt, while other reaſons they deſpiſe, 
Too weak to ſway the cautious and the wile, 
Two proofs were urg'd, their errors to efface, 
And guide em right; a title, and a place. 
The force of theſe no longer they withſtood, 
But now, enlighten'd, own the claim was good. 
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A chaſte ladh. 


ULITET was wedded, and the ſecond day 
Aſſum'd the woman's right, to rule and play ; ; 


Kept city hours, threw high, with much ado 


Drove home by one, and ſtole to bed by two. 

Next morn at twelve awaking, juft when light, 

No earthly thing in all her houſe was right; 
The cook her plague, the coachman was her curſe ; 
Her footman bad, her butler ten times worſe. 

Her ſleeve too low, too flimſy hung her lace ; 

And not one ſtraggling pin obſerv'd its place. 
Form'd the ſame moment both to rage and weep, 


Still loud, and hardly ſilent when aſleep ; 


Tyrant by day, and teizing half the night; . 


For ever wrong, yet always in the right ; 


Till with the court, from top to bottom, new, 

A creature wretched, as the world e er knew. 

One virtue yet good Juliet had in ſtore, 

Her huſband's conſtant plague, but no man's whore. 


With one good quality alone poſſeſt, 


She hopes that one may ſerve for all the reſt. 
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On the civil wars between Pompey and Cæſar. 


O worlds remote Rome's conqu'ring legions flew, 
Check'd by no line but that which nature drew; 
Deſarts oppos d their ſands, the ſeas in vain 
Their waves, to ſtop her arms, or to reſtrain j 
From Scipzo's ſword a frighted Carthage fled, 
And Spain beneath his youthful courage bled ; 
Britain to Czſ/ar's brow freſh lawrels gave, 
And Gaul no more her vanquiſh'd realms cou'd fave; 


While the fierce Rhine, the Danube, and the Po, 
By ſtronger valour raviſh'd from the foe, 


Now captive ſtreams, thro' Roman channels flow. 


Reluctant long, Amilius noble ſword 
Oblig d proud Greece to own a foreign lord; 
While Pompey's enſigns on the Parthian coaſt 
Regain thoſe eagles Varus raſhneſs Joſt. 

One rival yet, ſo many triumphs paſt, 
Remain'd untam'd, the braveſt, and the laſt ; 
This with an envious eye the victor view'd, 

Her legions arm'd, and ah, too ſoon ſubdu'd; 

Ruſh'd to the field, by wild ambition led, 

Where, by herſelf, her own brave armies bled ; 

To meaner foes too proud to owe her doom, 

Imperious Rome wou'd fall by none but Rome. 
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On a proſpect of London from Hamſtead. 


IGH on his ſubje& ſeas, when Meptune ſaw, 
Auguſia ſtand, and give each empire law, 
(No troops ſo brave, but from her ſword withdrew, 

No ſeas ſo wide, but where her navies flew.) 


Let Rome, ſays he, no longer boaſt her name, 
Her legions brav'ry, or her founder's fame; 
Tho' conquer d Aſia from her warriors fled, 
And Carthage trembled where her Scipio led; 
Her eagles long in vanquiſh'd Egypt rear d, 
Ador'd in Parthia, and in Britain fear d; 
That realm where proudly ſhe erects her head, 
Shall ſtretch her fame more wide, and triumphs ſpread : 
Beyond the ſultry line, and flaming zone, 
In worlds to Cz/ar, and to Rome unknown; 
The ſtreams of Indus, and the founts of Wile, 
No limits to her brave victorious iſle; 
Which lawrels in remoteſt climes to find, 
Leaves her cold ſun, and freezing ſtars behind ; 
Which in their ſhining progreſs thro' the ſkies, 


O'er Britain's empire ſet, as well as riſe. 
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A pifture of human life. 


EHOLD that ſcene, yon trembling main, 
On whoſe ſmooth brow ſoft breezes ſleep ! 
No breath diſturbs the azure plain, 

Or moves the ſurface of the deep 


Fond o'er the tide the bark to run, 
Nor fears the wreck, nor dreads the wind ; 
Unfolds her canvas to the ſun, ES 
Nor hears the ſtorm that rolls behind. 
For hark! from yonder burſting clouds 
The tempeſt breaks, loud thunders roar ; 
Which rend the maſt, drive off the ſhrouds, 
And bear her headlong on the ſhoar. 
By flattering gales too ſoon betray d, 
To leave her port, and tempt the wave ; 
That billow where fhe lately play'd, 


Becomes, alas, too ſoon her grave. 


In the fad ſcene thy ſelf behold, 

Nor does thy bliſs the image wrong ; 
The rocks that daſh our hopes, as bold; 
Ihe ſtorms that vex our life, as ſtrong. 


LF Opening; 
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Opening by fortune's ſmile to day, 


Our fame looks fair, our honours bloom ; 
To-morrow withering, all decay, 
Shadow'd by envy, or a tomb, 


On a beautiful ſcreen workd in the Winter. 
To her Grace the Dutcheſs of - - 


NN the rich canvas gayly ſpread, 
What various ſcenes our eye ſurprize? 


Viewing a grove, or flow'ry bed, 
Beneath her ſnowy fingers riſe | 
Each curious leaf ſuch beauties ſwell, 
80ö fair they ſhew, ſo full they bloom; 
Her ſkilful hand does far excel = 
The painter's quill, and artiſt's loom. 


Her thought does new perfection give 
To nature's works, how far outdone ? 

Teaching each plant to ſpring, and live, 
Without the aid of ſhower, or ſun. 


Whoſe leaves to open, and inſpire, 


A warm and kinder heaven ſo nigh ; 
The bloſſom wants no other fire, 
But what it takes from Flavia's eye. 
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On the gay bed freſh roſes blown ; 

The jeſs mine and the mirtle meet; 
And as they mingle, ſeem to own, 

More fair her cheeks, and breath more ſweet. 

That lilly from her hand ſhe took, 

Which with the ſnow in whiteneſs vies ; 
That bright carnation from her looks, 
That ſhining amarant from her eyes ; 


When ſhe a bloom, or beauty wants, 
To Mueller, or to Dhall unknown, 
To deck her flowers, or grace her plants, 

She ſmiles, and ſteals it from her own. 


Thoſe opening buds, but half reveal'd, 
Promiſe anon a richer hue ; 

Shew like her breaſts with lawn conceal'd, 
And boaſt their form, and ſoftneſs too. 


What tho' the abſent ſun retird, 
Our naked fields no longer warms ; 
Each bloſſom by her looks inſpir d, 
Unfolds as wide, as gayly charms. 


Her groves for ever hold their prime, 
Nor froſts, nor chilling winters fear; 
Since on her bed, that happy clime, 
TY ſpring, and ſun-ſhine all the year. 
* 
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A few fair months our fields are ſeen 

With verdure freſh, with bloſſoms gay; 
Each ſeaſon beauteous on her ſcreen, 


And ev'ry blooming month is May. 


Victorious nymph, whoſe hand has done 
Beyond weak nature's fainter pow'r ; 

Waking each plant without a ſun, 
Swelling each bud without a ſhower. 


Ra a TORR pro ſpect from Goodwood park 


in Suflex. 


H* IR ſeat ! each way we turn our eyes, 
Or to the earth, or ſea, or ſkies ; 

The proſpect does a bliſs impart 

That cheers the ſenſe, and charms the heart: 


The heav'ns how mild | how ſoft the air! 
The vales how ſweet | the woods how fair! 
Which from yon verdant lawns ariſe, 
And lodge their branches in the ſkies ! 


There Albjor's victor-navies ride, 
All Europe's dread, and Britain's pride 
And ſhelter d from the beating main, 

Hear the loud ſtorm, and yet diſdain. 


Spithead.) 
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Like ſome huge caſtles on the deep, 

Their thunder's huſh'd, awhile they ſleep; 
And when their flags no more appear, 
Bid hoſtile nations ceaſe to fear. 


There Vecta's ſea-girt ifle ſurvey, 
Whoſe cliffs reflect the morning ray; 
The tempeſt ſcorn, and ſurge endure, 


Broken the wave, the rock ſecure. 


Here + Richmond chuſes to retire, 

When courts diſguſt, and glories tire; 
Where {ſhades delight, where murmurs pleaſe, 
And flies from fame, to purchaſe eaſe. 
Forgetting now his own renown, 

Europe's debates, and Britain's crown; 

Here his own heart he does attend, 


And ſuffers George to want a friend. 


While tracing with a pleas'd ſurprize, 
Where vales deſcend, and hills ariſe ; 
His verdant lawns, and filver ſprings, 


He envies leſs the pomp of kings. 


* Iſle of Wight. 


+ Good wood, a beautiful ſeat of the Duke of Richmond. 
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How bleſt, beneath the cooling ſhade, 

By yon tall arching beeches made, 

Of fame forgetful cou'd I lie, 


Live without care, in ſilence die. 


164 


From hence, each day, might I adore, 


Great God! ſome wonder of thy power; 

From ev'ry human paſſion free, 

But what inſpires my ſoul with thee | 

Heav'ns ſmiles a fate cou'd never give 

More kind, than here to muſe and live : 
Io taſte life's quiet, guiltleſs joys, 


And leave the world its pomp and noiſe. 


Toa lady with a roſe-bud in her boſom. To S. H. 


HILE on thy ſnowy breaſt reclin'd, 
I count thy heav'nly beauties o'er, 
In life no other bliſs I find, 
Than thus to gaze, and thus adore. 


When thou art near, the breaking day 
Seems from the golden Eaſt to riſe ; 

When abſent, her retiring ray 5 
Obſcures the world in ſhade, and dies. 
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Oh ſay, each ſoft delight is mine, 

Which from thy youth and beauty ſprings; 
The wealth of empires I'd decline, 

And ſcorn the worthleſs pomp of kings. 


That bud upon thy boſom blown, 
juſt pluck d from off its parent- tree, 
Does thy excelling ſweetneſs own, 
And all its pride outdone by thee. 


See how its drooping leaves decay, 
Unable on thy breaſt to ſhine ; 
And as they wither, ſeem to ſay, 


Our odours all are loſt in thine. 
Fair bud! ſome other ſtation ſeek 
Where to unfold thy light, and reſt ; 
Thou haſt no beauty near her cheek, 


Nor fragrance, opening on her breaſt. 


A midnight thought on the diſſolution of the 
world. 
OW hop'd, or fear'd is that great hour 
| Which levels ſoon the mean and great; 
When one no more ſhall boaſt his pow'r, 


No longer one his ſighs repeat? 
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When birth ſhall be an empty name, 


The heart no more ambition fire; 
And nothing elſe but virtuous fame 
The ſoul with conſcious Joy inſpire! 


Oh teach thy ſoul! to melt with fear, 
Before that God, from whoſe great eye 

The hills, with all the load they bear, 
Wou'd fain retreat, and farther fly ! 


He now deſcends - - - with what affright 


All nature views his chariot roll ; 
While double darkneſs hides the night, 
And ev ry ſtar forſakes the pole! 


His dire retinue, as he goes 
Along th' etherial bending plains, 
War, peſtilence, unnumber'd woes, 


To tell the world Jehovab reigns. 


High on the cloud as now he rides, 
Choſe for his nether burning throne ; 
The ocean parts, the rock divides, 


And trembling orbs his progreſs own. 


The flames he from his noſtrils pours, 


Drive far th' affrighted earth away; 
The ſtormy hail, and lightning's ſhower 
Not half ſo keen, or fierce as they. 


ORIGINAL PoE Mus, Oe. 


What radiance from his preſence flows 

Weakens the ſtrength of human ſight; 
What darkneſs round his footſtool grows, 
The fair exceſs of too much light. 


To make frail man thy Godhead own, 

Leſs brightneſs to thy viſage give; 

Thus ſeated on thy burning throne, 
"Tis with deſpair we gaze, and live. 

Oh hide thy face within thy cloud, 

Or thy dread looks to mildneſs turn ; 


Thy mighty thunders burſt too loud, 
Too fierce thy killing lightnings burn ! 


I can no longer bear thy eye, 

I can no more ſuſtain thy fire; 

Oh quench that flame, or ſee, I die; 
Suppreſs that ſound, or I expire. 


Aſk then thy heart, as through the air 
Heav'n darts its angry thunders round, 

if thou haſt taught it yet to bear, 
Without a dread, the midnight ſound 


It thy firm boſom can ſuſtain | 
The terror, when the falling fire 
Rains from above, and feels no pain 


When angels ſhrink, and worlds expire | 


As 
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As now the kindling orbs appear | 
On high, preſaging nature's doom; 
Whoſe eye ſhall view, nor own its fear? 
Whoſe heart reflect, and not conſume ? 


Tho' V. liam long her guide and truſt, 
Tho' Brunfwick once her ſcepter bore ; 
Britain muſt weep her towers in duſt, 


And bleſs each monarch's care no more. 


In vain her ſeas and circling tides 
Her hapleſs empire now ſurround, 
When Fate the livid lightning guides 
Her ſtrength and beauty to confound. 


What Harry's ſword, and Churchill's hand, 
And George's glory rais'd ſo high, 

See, at one dreadful dire command, 
Prepares to melt away, and die. 


Dominion, titles, fame, and pride, 

BY The warrior's wreath, and monarch's crown; 

Zehovah's wrath alike abide, 
All weak and frail, when near his frown. 


See the world's broken ruins ride, 
The relicks of her orb O erthrown, 

Floating acroſs the burning tide, 
Kindled by his rebuke alone. 


As 
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As now deſcends the waſting fire, 
Vain 18 each hope, and human truſt = 


The proud grow faint, the braye expire, 
And all fink trembling, but the juſt. 


The patriot then, and pious king, 
Each pureſt joy from virtue ſhares ; 
Feels in his breaſt freſh courage ſpring, 

When ev'ry boſom elſe deſpairs. 


Each noble act and worthy deed 
Shall then the dread of death allay ; 


The orphan cheer d, the captive freed, 


The tear ſuppreſs d, or wip d away. 


On Buchanan's Latin verſion of the Pſalms. 


reserve unborn ſhall raiſe a juſt debate, 


If we from them, or they from us tranſlate ; 


At laſt, in Britain they are nobly taught 
How well their prophet ſung, and warrior fought ; 
By various empires equally admir'd, 


He by his God, and thou by him inſpir d. 
From heaven his hallowed inſpiration came, 
Thine, tho' a ſecond, is as ſtrong a flame ; 

A ſpark of that celeſtial ſacred light, 

Which in the Hebrew boſom burnt ſo bright; 
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Of power like his, the conſcience to alarm, 

To melt, or move, to awe the ſoul, or charm; 
With various paſſions to affect the mind, 

Painting the Godhead pleas d, ſevere, or kind; 
With rapt'rous hopes the guiltleſs mind to cheer, 
Or ſhade the finner's ſtubborn heart with fear. 
Pleas'd, when her eye to earth fair mercy turns ; 
Aſtoniſh'd, when heav'n's brow with anger burns, 

All bending with one dread before the ſhrine 

Of each great power, of T/rae/s God, and thine! 


On the de ſcent of the Deity, from the 18th Pſalm. 
By the ſame author. 


H O can behold thy God from heav n deſcend, 
Nor like the floods, retire, and mountains, bend ? 
T hy tempeſt bu rſting from the ſulph' rous cloud, 

Like David's, ſtrong, and terrible, and loud; , 

Now opens his dread brow to human fight 3 


Now hides it in a deep abyſs of night. 
His fearful progreſs man beholds with pain ; 
Or when he treads the earth, or cleaves the main; 
All conſcious nature trembling, ſeems to feel 


His burning chariot, and his rapid wheel; 


While from his noſtrils inundations pour 
Of flame and ſmoke, a mighty mingled ſhow'r; 
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The fiery glowing torrent waſting all, 
Where er his coals alight, or ſparkles fall. 
Around his head red living lightnings play, 
While numerous thunders roll in dire array, 
To mark his ſteps, and to prepare his way. 

As in dire pomp, on wings of cherubs bore, 
Tempeſts behind, the angry ſtorm before, 
With ev'ry terror arm'd, he moves along, 

To damp the mighty, and to cruſh the ſtrong ; 
To ſhake the world with ev ry pallid fear, 

Its center opening as its God draws near: 
Whoſe potent word the obedient waves divides, 
Inſpires their rage, or calms the ſwelling tides ; 
Bids the wild ocean roar, or from the cloud 
Rebukes its billows in a voice as loud. 


Written on the morning of the Duke of 
Marlborough's funeral. 


1 HE * ſun appears to take a farewel view 
1 Of the beſt warrior that his beams e'er knew; 
Long a proud witneſs to his living fame, 
He lends his aſhes a diſtinguiſh'd flame; 
And having view'd ſo many triumphs paſt, 
Burſts in new glory, to adorn his laſt. 
* The weather had been dark and cloudy ſeveral days before. | 
| 2 2 GAZE 
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GAZ E on, great eye celeſtial, and ſurvey 


172 


His trophies, gather'd in thy noon of day: 

The blood-dy'd ſtandard from Bavaria torn ; 
The ſword, the captive ſword by Tallard worn; 
Countries ſubdu'd, and provinces reſign d, | 
And conquer'd cities, waving in the wind; 
Behold the lillies Bourbon ſtrove to ſave, 

Ah, waiting now their victor to the grave. 

In theſe, let old contending warriors ſee 


Their glories loſt, as leſſer lights, in thee! 


Covu'd he, as thou bright lamp, his courſe renew, 
And ftill, from clime to clime, the nations view ; 
As thou thy beams, ſo he his arms convey, 
There's not a region in thy length of day, 
Where tyranny infults, but what wou'd be 
Reſcu'd by Mars rough, and as Britain, free. 


On a modeſt author. 


OTA, ambitious of a writer's name, 
— Is check'd by fear, in his purſuit of fame; 
He now throws by, and now aſſumes his pen; 
Then thinks of Dennis, and is dumb agen. 
Tho' willing to oblige the world, he fats 
And trembles at the rage of wanton wits ; 


Suſpicious 
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Suſpicious how his numbers may ſucceed, 


If envy ſhould ſuſpect, or malice read. 


Por, without a dread, exert thy ſkill ; 
Nor fear the pedant's ſcorn, or cens'rer's quill ; 
The critick's rage thou ſafely mayſt defy, 

For thoſe who read dull authors, firſt muſt buy. 


On a young lady who watered a favourite vine 
every morning. 


ONDER not, Celia, to behold 
The tree fo ſoon its leaves unfold ; 


Why the young opening buds are ſeen 
So early to put on their green? 


The clouds cou'd never boaſt a power 
To rain ſo ſoft and rich a ſhower, 

Its happy branches to bedew, 

As kindly falls each morn from you. 


Henceforth the ſpringing tree ſhall need 
No other drops her grape to feed, 
Which from thy bounty ſhall aſſume 

A brighter hue, and fairer bloom. 


By thee inſpir'd, its ſacred juice 
Of richer taſte, and nobler uſe ; 
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That cen with nectar'd cups ſhall vie, 
Which feaſt the gods above the ſky. 


The glaſs that with its liquor flows, 
Sparkling above much brighter ſhews; 
Does to the ſoul a joy impart 
Tranſports the eye, and warms the heart. 


Each loaded bough henceforth ſhall ſcorn 
The fertile dews at eve and morn ; 

A vintage thy kind hand ſupplies, 
Without the help of cloud, or ſkies. 


Hor. lib. 2. Ode. 16. Imitated. 
HE daring man whoſe fails divide 
Th' Ægean ocean's foaming tide ; 
When nor the ſtars, nor morn ariſe, 


But clouds and darkneſs blot the ſkies, 


A calm retreat does now implore, 


And tempts the angry ſeas no more. 


For reſt the Thracian bred in arms, 
Nurſs'd up in ſteel, and wars alarms : 
For reſt the Mede to heav n does pray 
In fields, with graceful quivers gay; 
For reſt, the bleſſing of the ſky, 
Which birth, nor gold, nor gems can buy - 


8 
PO 
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"Tis not thy crown, or regal fame, 
The tumults of thy mind can tame; 
Can give thy anxious boſom eaſe, 
Suppreſs its ſighs, or cares appeaſe ; 


Unwelcome gueſts, themſelves that (| pread 
Around the rich and royal bed. 


How bleſt! to whom kind heay'n does yield, 
Tho' ſmall, his own paternal field ; 
Beholding on his table ſhine, 
The cup that held his father's wine; 

Nor gives his happy boſom pain 

With dread of loſs, or hopes of gain. 


Ah, why does proud and ſhort-liv'd man 


Stretch out himſelf beyond his ſpan ? 


To loſe his ſorrows vainly try 


A diſtant clime, and foreign ſky ? 


His country left, can any find 
The art to leave themſelves behind? 


Cloſe by his ſide attendin g care 

Purſues the hero to the war; 

Rides on the conqu'ring warrior's wheel, 

And the fad failor's mournful keel; 
With ſpeed that leaves the ſtag behind, 
And far out- flies the eaſtern wind. 


175 


Let 


MY 
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Loet no dark future fears deſtroy 

Thy boſom's peace, and preſent joy: 
Wich chearful thoughts thy fate beguile, 
And drown each ſadneſs. with a ſmile: 
Nor think it human to aſpire 

At joys unmix d, and bliſs entire. 


Tydides, to the gods ally ". 

Freſh in the bloom of beauty dy'd ; 

And age, that bends the ſtout and brave, 

Brought down Tithonus to a grave! 
While fate, perhaps, may lend to me 
That length of years it takes from thee. 


For thee the flocks of nobleſt ſtrain, 
Nurſs d on Sicilia's fertile plain; 
For thee the ſprightly coarſer's bound, 


And neighing, ſcorn the trembling ground: 
While Africh does at once ſupply 
Her fineſt fleece, and richeſt dye. 
While I poſſeſs, by kinder fate, 
A cheartul mind, and ſmall eſtate ; 
Pleas'd in my boſom to infuſe 
The ſpirit of the Grecian muſe. 
Who can the envious .croud deſpiſe, 


And view the vain with ſcornful eyes. 


ORIGINAL Po EM s, c. 177 


In amorem Tami et Iſidis. 


N' MPHA Hs, liquidos agros dum læta pererrat, 
Incaluit madidæ Tamus amore Dex ; 


Serpit amans tacitus, ſinuoſaque brachia circum 


Fundit, et æterno fœdore junxit aquas. 

Nunc torrens idem, et limes datur unus utrique; 
Nec doluere vices ille vel illa ſuas; 

Tamus amat quicquid, ſua dulcis amaverat Tjs : 
Et quod amat Tamus, Tamus et Iſis amant. 

Jam nullam agnoſcas Tami, nullam Ijdis undam 


Commune imperium Tamiſis unus habet. 


Imitated, and applyd to T. N. and S. H. 


A 8 o'er the the rural lawn young Mira ſtray d, 
Strepbon beheld, and lik'd the flying maid ; 

Struck with her form, and raviſh'd with her eyes, 
To reach the nymph her fond adorer flies ; 
Throws his glad arms around her flender waiſt, 
And vow'd a paſſion which ſhou'd always laſt. 
Now both tranſported, feel one common flame ; 
Alike their love, their ſoft deſires the ſame; 

As ſmiling o'er each other's looks they range, 
By turns adore, and bleſs their happy change. 
Aa Whatever 
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Whatever object does a bliſs impart | 


To S$trephon's eye, is dear to Mirg's heart ; 
Whatever Mira does with pleaſure view, 

With the ſame power tranſports her ſhepherd too : 
They feel no joy or ſorrow now apart, 


But in two boſoms bear one common heart. 


On Mr. Sandys's . paraphraſe on-the 
Pſalms. 


HY work all oer with ev Ty grace is wrought, 


In Pindar's numbers, and in David's thought; ; 
Their beauties in thy rival numbers ſhewn, 

The Greek might theſe, and thoſe the Hebrew own ; 
Nor bluſh in thee, and Britain, to admire 

Reviv'd their genius, and new ſtrung their lyre. 


What various paſſions kindle, as thy muſe 

To touch the ſoul, a various theme doth chuſe? 
Now ſtrong and rapid; tender now, and ſlow ; 
The ſubject, I/rae/'s fame, or 1/rae/'s woe. 
Thy numerous harp, like royal David's, found 
Of force to charm the ear with ſweeteſt ſound, 


2 


Or with complaining notes, the ſoul to wound. 
Each, Judab's captive ſons, with ſorrow hears, 
And Zion's woes are wept with Britiſb tears; 


Attends 
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Attends with ſorrow the ſad exile train, 
In Sinai mourn, and one immortal ſtrain 
Breath'd out in ſadneſs to their God, in vain: 


Who ſooner wou'd have ſet his choſen free, 


Had they thus moan'd, and wept their fate, like thee. 


On the enterment of the Duke of * 


in Weſtminſter- Abbey. 
HE noble duſt beneath this ſhade that ſleeps, 


Each warrior's eye muſt envy eer it weeps ; 
And reading on the ſtone the Hero's name, 
Forget his death, to wonder at his fame. 


On the ſame. 
HILE fighing o'er her hero's tomb, 


Breathleſs herſelf Britannia lay ; - 


Lamenting that ſo ſmall a room 


Shou'd now confine her warrior's clay : 


The muſes thus in tears reply'd, 
Hearing the mournful dame deplore 
When Cz/ar, and when William dy'd, 


Each mighty conqu'ror had no more. | 


5x | ns Venus 
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Venus and Cupid. 


T [IS heart o erwhelm'd with rage and woe, 
Thus Cupid to his mother cries, 

The ſhafts, Mamma, I us'd to throw, 

Are darted all from R- chm d's eyes. 


To whom the dame - Thy tears refrain, 
Nor longer at thy fate repine; 

How wou'd the god of love complain, 
Did his ſad ſufferings equal mine? 


The youth no more my temples ſeek, 

But ſlight my power, my ſhrines deſpiſe ; 
I have no ſweetneſs nigh her cheek, 

Nor beauty left, when near her eyes, 


Britain, perhaps, when ſhe is gone, 
May dread again our fov'reign will; - 
Thy quiver thou, and arms put on, 


And Venus pleaſe, and Cupid kill. 


Fr 2 the French. 


' DIE with ſadneſs, if the matchleſs fair 
Theſe eyes adore, rejects her lover's prayer: 
die with tranſport, if her gentle ear 
Is pleas'd her lover's ſoft complaint to hear. 


ORIGINAL PoEMs, . 181 
How ſhall a wretch contrive his fate to ſhun, 
Both by her rigour, or her ſmiles, undone ? 


Each way I look, I view my ruin ſure; 


Fall by the wound, or periſh by the cure! 
Dilemma. 


18 guilt nx = ugs keen fatires Ch - rt - es ſaw,, 
And with a challenge hop'd his foe to awe ; 
To whom the prudent bard this anſwer ſent, 
Diſdain the poet's malice, and repent: 
If honeſt, not at thee he made the thruſt; 
If villain, than the fatire's point was juſt. 


On King James's abdication. 
AME $, ſtrong in piety; in valour faint, 


Ceafing to be a king, commenc d a faint 
How great a foe to virtue is renown ; 
One way to merit heav'n - to loſe a crown! 


Ah, wretched William! of that throne poſleſt, 
Which James reſign'd, on purpoſe to be bleſt ! 


On a builder. 
[ - Bromo only liv'd: two Summers more, 
Dying before he reach'd his ſecond floor; 
He then had been ſo happy to behold 


His 18 quite built, and his laſt mannor ſold. 
On 
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On the alliance between Spain and Germany, 
in 1725. 


N* ER did two ſtates before commence 
A league fo firm, and fo diſcreet 
Where Charles's hope is Philip” s ſenſe, 
And Philip's truſt is Charles's fleet. 


Tho' each Ally an army wants, 
How weak, oh George] thy power appears 
Since both have troops of fighting ſaints, 


That charge, as well as grenadiers. 


On the ſame. Jo the late King. 


Y equal virtues you yourſelf approve, 


Rival in power and piety to Jove: 

You- awe the continent, and rule the main; 

A guard to Holland, and a dread to SPAsN. 

Let Philip then and Charles their force unite, 

To make thy arm more fear'd, thy fame more bright 5 
In vain the Danube and the Ther join; | 

The * eagle, Auſtria's, but his thunder's thine. 
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* The arms of the Empire. 
Cockles: 
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Cockley. 


HE Romans bravery let Porſenna own, 

Who meets whole troops in Cocꝶles arm alone; 
His legions ſcarce the warrior's force ſuſtain, 
And armies preſs a ſingle foe in vain. 
Such matchleſs courage does his ſoul inſpire, 
Had he oxs ſecond, Tiſcia muſt retire; 
Wanting that ons, her troops that round him drew 
He only could repel, but not ſubdue. 


On a decayd beauty. 


JH have Mæerd's locks a different hue ! 
The brown ſhe bought, the grey ones all are true: 


In time Mæera might her youth repair, 


Cou' d ſhe ſell wrinkles, where ſhe buys her hair. 


Written in a country Journal. 


E W fatiriſts regard or wrong or right, 


But all muſt live, and have a meal at night; | 
And what the needful ſupper wou'd ſupply, 
If ſcandal did not fell, and folly buy? 

If ſome diſſected ſtateſman, when they eat, 
Aſſiſted not to furniſh out the treat; 
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On the rich victim Tot and Danvers feed; 
For wits muſt either ſtarve, or courtiers bleed. 


D n a condemned author. 


-- 5 --V, laſt Winter damn'd, in anger ſwore, 
| To vex the wicked town, he'd print no more. 

Why, poet, has thy ſimple paſſion choſe 

The only way thou canſt t oblige thy foes? : 

Wou'dſt thou full vengeance take on thoſe that curſe | 

Thy laſt dull farce, write on, and print a worſe. 


' On 4 fine ſeat. 


"JR OUD Greece, in arts ambitious to excel, 
Homer's learn'd Thad crowded in a ſhell ; 
Bathillus took the hint, and wou'd repeat 

A wonder, not the ſame, yet full as great : 


With joy he ſees the ſpacious villa riſe, 

Admires its ſtately height, and ample ſize; 

His chambers richly gilt, his lofty doors, 

Large ſtatues, cedar roofs, and marble floors; 
His fountains, walks, and gardens finiſh'd - - - all 
Compleat, except his ſtairs, faloone, and hall; 
He ſells his farms, his foreſts round conſumes, 


And croyds whole manors into ſingle rooms. 
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To the Dutcheſs of R- h- nd, walking at the 


coronation. 


HE ruby's gleam, the brilliant's light 
In vain adorn thy comely hair ; 
What gems can ſhew thoſe looks more bright, 
| Or dreſs the faireſt nymph more fair? 


By art diſpos'd, how faint they glow, 
When glitt'ring near thoſe eyes they ſhine! 
How weak their flame, which wou'd beſtow 


A beauty on each cheek, but thine [ 


Striving their luſtre to admire, 
That light thy heav'nly looks diſplay, 
Shadows each gem s extinguiſh d fire, 
And ſteals our raviſh'd eyes away. 


Beheld alone, thus ev'ry eye 
The ſea-green Maieds does adore 3 
But when the ocean' $ queen draws nigh, 


Each beauty loſt, they pleaſe no more. 


B b . On 
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On a decay d beauty. 


OW upright then is heav'n! how juſt the pain 
| That fate inflicts upon the proud and vain ? 
Pride, in thy beauty's bloom, was once thy curſe ; 
Thy charms now fading, envy is a worſe. 

The ſhafts they throw, we ſafely now endure, 
And view theſe eyes, tho' fatal once, ſecure: 
We gaze all day, all night we ſoundly ſleep; 
"Tis ours to triumph now, and thine to weep. 
Conjugal affection. 


ICK of a fever as pale Gellia lay, 

Her ſpouſe, to view the dame ſo faſt decay, 
The doctor aſk'd, with paſſion in his eye, 

Ah, is there hopes! what hopes ? - that ſhe will die. 


On the battle of Ramillies. 


EAR Philips ſon his wretched fate proclaim, 
Sighing, one world too narrow for his fame ! 
Had the vain Greek his legions hither brought, 
When Anna govern'd, and when Mars ro fought ; 


When 
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When Europe to his ſword her freedom ow d, 


His tears, but from another cauſe had flow'd ; 
Mourning his arm too feeble to ſubdue 
(Britain his foe) that ſingle world he knew. 


On the battle of Hockſtet. 


HEN Cz/ar's victor-arms the world ſubdu d, 


Each art of war unknown, each foe was rude: 


Unſkill'd to guide the charge, or to renew, 

The Gaul and Briton from his troops withdrew ; 
While oft by pride and wild ambition led, 

Where Cz/ar triumph'd, his fad country bled. 
Conqueſt when heav'n to Marlb rough's valour gave, 
The cauſe was honeſt, and the foe was brave: 
Each war-like realm againſt his arm that roſe 

Twas great, to quell, a fame, but to oppoſe; 

All bleſs his ſword, his tyranny none blame, 

Who without Cz/ar's crimes, had all his fame. 


On a coy miſtreſs. 


FHILE virtuous Mira I perſuade to wed, 
And ſtrive to wooe her to a nuptial bed; 
Averſe her tongue, conſenting in her eye; 
She neither will conſent, nor will deny; 


B b 2 Vouchſafes 
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Vouchſafes a ſmile, when I a heart implore, 
Ah, Mira ] give me leſs, or grant me more. 


The cure of ambition. 


* O curb th' ambitious, pulpits preach, 
And ſtories poets feign, 
But what the one and t'other teach, 
Is all, alas, in vain. 
One remedy is left in ſtore 
Which may the madmen ſave; 


Tell em, MWaſſau is now no more, 
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And ſhew em Brunſwick's grave. 


On the death of King James the IId. 


OOD James, to keep his conſcience clear, 


Reſolv'd an earthly crown to want; 
In Rome's learn'd annals to appear 
A pious king, or future faint. 


Thy fate, great prince, was hard indeed, 
Which all good chriſtian hearts muſt Kriens; ; 


To loſe three kingdoms for a creed, 


Which thou thyſelf cou'dit not believe. 
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On two ladies. 
HY does A/pafia ſtudy dreſs, 
Y Or Mic her coarſe looks repair? 
Nothing can make the one diſpleaſe, 
And nothing make the other fair ! 


Their faces ſuch, one cannot give, 
By art, one drive a beauty thence 

Why then conſent they not to live 
Admir'd and ſcorn'd, without expence ? 


On the Duke of Marlborough. 


LX THEN Marl# rough to his Queen each wonder ſent: 
His ſword had wrought upon the Continent, 


Where Gallia's legions to his troops gave way, 
Armies, and realms, the triumphs of a day ; 
She never aſk'd, for vain had been the thought, 
If he ſtill conquer'd - - only, if he fought? 


On a voluminous Writer. 
= £4 YU is own'd in ſcience to excel, 


For writing much, with him, is writing well; 
From each large Folio he receives his hints, 


And always weighs his works, before he prints; 225 
Where 
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Where magnitude, for ſenſe and wit is bought; 
Where ſize is genius, and where bulk is thought. 
To ſell his learning, who a way has found, 

Juſt as he buys his mutton, by the pound: 
Strange qualities his myſtic volumes boaſt, 

For here the heavieſt wit ſtill fetches moſt. 


2 Tewing King William's coffim at the interment 
of Onueen Anne. 


N theſe cold arms for her repoſe 

Did Europe once, and Britain truſt; 
Bourbon and Gaul, his virtue's foes, 
Once tremble at this lifeleſs duſt. 


The heirs of poverty and fame, 
Fate to the ſelf- fame aſhes turns; 
The royal, and the wretched name, 


How like, once clos'd within their urns ? 


Poiſe William now, the good, the brave, 
And does the mighty king outweigh 

{Become the tenant of a grave) 
The ſubject's duſt, or peaſant's clay? 

Ah death! how fearful are thy darts 
The hero we to day adore, 

We weep the next with anxious hearts, 


Wither'd his wreaths, his pomp no more ! 


4 
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On a Craftſman. 


NAYS H-, when cer my virtues you decry, 
I You have no way to hurt me, but to lie; 
Says Bob, a better art than that we boaſt ; 


For he that ſpeaks the trueſt, hurts you moſt : 


Uſeleſs the ſatire, and the falſhood vain, 


Where truth attacks, and leaves a deeper ſtain! 


On a traiterous country Journal. 


HE prince who twice forgives a rebel foe, 

LK Does, by forgiving, make him doubly ſo; 
Tho' in the act ſome mercy may appear, 
Mercy, like this, may ſeem to own a fear; 
To tell mankind he lives his ſubject's ſlave, 
And dreads the traitor he conſents to fave. 
Pity the guilty heart cou'd never mend, 
A pardon'd foe was never yet a friend; 
No middle way the Fates have here decreed, 
The throne muſt ſhake, or elſe the rebel bleed. 


On the ſame. 


IHEN Danvers wrote at firſt his parts to try, 
He bluſh'd, and felt a ſhame at ev'ry lie; 


But now no pain his weekly libels give, 


He hes - and almoſt does himſelf believe. 


The 


192 Miſcellaneous Collection of 
The wicked ſatire its own author bites, 

While the fool credits what the patriot writes; 
Who, his own dreams and ſhadows to admire, 
Cheats his own ſelf, to make the cheat entire ; 
The witty ſage of half his fame bereav'd, 

Had he left one, his wiles had not deceiy'd |! 

Thus Rome, in conqu' ring other empires tir d, 

By her own cruel ſword, at laſt expir d. 


Left in the caſe of a lady gold watch. 


EEE A is pleas'd each hour her watch to view; 
Why? to do nothing when tis five or two / 

To nymphs who only viſit, dreſs, and dine, 

All hours are like, and ten no more than ine ! 

Time never varying with the courtly dame ; : 
Midnight and noon with her are much the ſame. 


A true heir. Imitated from Prior. 
HILE gaſping on his death-bed Cremes lies, 
He calls his ſon to bleſs him, e'er he dies; 

To part with him, afflicts the father's heart; 
The youth as ſad, for fear they ſhou'd not part. 


How great a joy wou'd life to Cremes give; 

To him - how great a ſorrow ſhou'd he live: 
Shou'd Meads kind art new life again inſpire? 
That doſe wou'd kill the fon, which fav'd the fire. 


On 
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On a peer and poet. 
ARUS is happy, for he dreads no foes 


To ridicule his verſe, or damn his proſe; 


He takes his pen and paper from the ſhelf, 
| Writes dull, and then turns butcher to himſelf; 


In hopes of fame, he owns whate'er he writ ; 


Was ever author by himſelf fo bit ? 
When all are curious the lac d fool to ſee, 
To tell 'em in the title - I am he. 


On an excellent caſuiſt. Written in one of 
Dr. Sh-rl - cK's Sermons. 


IKE beauteous armour is thy ſolid ſenſe, 
At once our ornament, and our defence ; 


Its form illuſtrious, and its force divine, 


Made to reſiſt at once, as well as ſhine, 

As this in battles try'd, has nought to fear, 

Or from the warrior's ſword, or hero's ſpear ; 
From that the critick's guiltleſs rage ſhall bound, 


Too weak to pierce, to im potent to wound, 


On an ungrate ful friend 
HERE'ER I go, I take delight 
Your worth and merit to commend ; 


Wherc'er you ſpeak, with equal ſpite 


You leſſen, and defame your friend. | 
C c The 
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The tares have properties like thine, 
And with thy gratitude abound; 
When low, about the flower they twine; 


When rais'd, they draw it to the ground. 


Mrote in Weſtminſter-Abbey, at a funeral. 


TATESMEN and hero's, kings and peers, 
| Beneath theſe ſolemn arches lie; 
Cou'd theſe, ſaid I, ſubdu'd by years, 

Reſign their pomp, and yield to die? 


How weak is ſtrength | how frail is power, 
Or royalty, whereon to truſt ? 

When fate has fix'd the deſtin'd hour, 
To turn the great, and proud to duſt 
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Happy, or wretched, weak, or wiſe, 
In life, the ſons of earth we call: 
Here difference and diſtinction dies, 


Theſe graves and manſions level all. 


Ambition hence! fond thirſt of power ! 
Ye idle empty dreams, away 
Beauty on earth has but an hour 


To rule - and majeſty a day ! 


CIC WL WW ———— 
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That wretched kings might once be bleſt, : 
Theſe vaults, kind heav'n, 1n pity gave; 

Where William found a place of reſt, 
His cares a tomb, and he a grave, 


On great afflictions. 


NE comfort from the greateſt ills we gain, 


The leſs can never give the mind a pain ; 


Diſtract our thoughts, or diſcompoſe our heart, 


Which feels no wound from fortune's ſecond dart. 


Juſt ſo the martial trumpet's weaker ſounds, 


The louder noiſe of burſting thunder drowns : 
Nor does the ſtars expiring light appear - 
When the day opens, and the ſun is near. 


Female coyneſs. 


OMEN. juſt like the ſtiften'd ſails, 


Which ftretch along the ſky, 
"uy to reſiſt the beating gales 


With which they chuſe to C 


In ſhew the canvas does oppoſe 


The wind, with force as ſtrong ; 

But with the guſt, where'er it blows, 

Seems pleas'd to move along. 
Ge 2 Coy 
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Coy Sappho thus with fondeſt truth, 
When Phaon's ſigh aſſails, 


Does ſtill reſiſt the amorous youth, 
Vet ſtill the youth prevails. 


On the ſame. 


ELIEVE not Sappho's anger true, 
The ſcorn that fills her eye 
Like ſhades ſhe flies, if you purſue, 


And follows, if you fly. 


If from the youth the trembling fair 
_ Eſcapes by art, or flight; 
She always takes a prudent care 
To lie conceal'd - in fight. 


On a lady who thought her picture too handſome. 


XS Cleilia wanders o'er that face, 

The artiſt for her own deſign'd, 
The modeſt nymph diſowns each grace, 
And thinks the painter's hand too kind : 


That from ſome fairer Form he took 

Thoſe charms, which in the piece ſurprize; 
Wanting herſelf that heav'nly look, 

That moving air, thoſe melting eyes. 


80 
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So our firſt mother, fond to view 

The beauteous ſtranger in the wave; 
Saw her own ſelf in ſmiles, nor knew 
Twas her own ſelf the rapture gave: 


By conſcious ſhame her pride was check'd, 
Nor cou'd the bluthing dame preſume 
That her own beauties cou'd reflect 
A form ſo fair, fo freſh a bloom. 


On an amorous widow. 


ITH warm deſire at eighty, Phillis curſt, 
Sighs, that her grand-child ſhou'd be marry d firtt; : 


Her lovely ſelf, (if you believe her pride, 


And not her looks) much fitter for a bride; 


| Thus latent ſparks in dying embers glow, 
Which cool above, have ſtill their fire below, 


On Selden's Mare Clauſum. 


HILE Belgia ſhaking oft the chain 
Her ſervile ſtates ſo long had bore z, 


* Aſſerts her title to the main, 


Where her proud flags had ſtruck before. 
* Grotius bis Mare Liberum. 


The 
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The ſubject ſeas are taught agen 
To dread their antient Britiſb lord; 


Who owes more thanks to * Selden's pen, 
Than Churchill's arm, or William's ſword. 


While he his country's right maintains, 
(Her warriors by the ſage outdone ; 5 
More fame her ſtateſman's wiſdom gains, 


Than e'er her hero's valour won. 


On Dr. Prideaux's ConneAion, preſented to the 
Bodleian Library. 


XFORD and Rome, be vain no more, 


Your Yaticans, nor Bodleies prize; 


With wonder read theſe volumes o'er, 
Which guide the learn'd, and teach the wile. 


Whatever Greece or Latium wrote, 


Tranſplanted here, he makes his own 
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Whoſe treaſures ne'er can be forgot, 


While thus preſerv d in him alone. 


Criticks, Hiſtorians, all give way, 
For this fam'd work to ſhine on high ; 
Pleas'd, and aſtoniſh'd, to ſurvey 

In one great ſage, a library. 


* At excellent and learned treatiſe, entitled, Mare Clauſum. 
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By his learn'd pen, and ſacred pains, 

(All Europe's envy, Britain's boaſt ;) 
A richer ſtore our iſle regains, 


Than Prolemy and Ag ypt loſt. 


On a learned device over the gate at Bleinheim. 
- - @ hon tearing a cock in pieces. 

f NTHERS their wit on paper oft have ſhewn, 

Sir John hews jeſts and + humour out of ſtone ; 

In emblems deeply ſkill'd, to Britain ſhews 

How Gallia bled, and Marlh'rough tam'd his foes. 

But had the general's ſword no better fought, 


| Than he to grace his fame in marble wrought, 


No more in arms, than he in humour ſkill'd, 


The Cock had drove the Lion from the field. 


On FY Phyſicians. 
. CRO's long bills no more the town endures, 


Ml For Milo kills for leſs than Macro cures ; 


Admitted once, none e'er the doctor quit, 


Whoſe patients ſeldom have a ſecond fit ; - 
Let rich old parents then be Milo's care, 


He has a wond'rous art, to pleaſe an heir. 


* The Alexandrian Iibrary, burnt by Julius Cæſar. 
+ A monſtrous lion tearing a cock, over the great gate at Bleinheim. 
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On falſe wit. 


ALSF ſhining wit, like bubbles ſtrikes the eyes, 
Glittering like them, the moment that it dies : 
It charms the fancy with deluſive light, 
Glaring and thin, as empty, and as bright : 
Which to the ſenſe appearing ſtrong and fair, 
With one ſoft touch diſſolves away in air; 
The eye amaz d, (the mirror now retir'd,) 
So ſoon to loſe the phantom it admir d. 


0 4 beautiful lady, very crooked. 


FE NEASE then, ye fair, to value more 
JA Thoſe looks, no youth henceforth ſhall prize; 
Each charm victorious once, before 


The light of Chloe's beauty dies. 


Perch'd on her brow, and back, by fits, 
His fav'rite throne, the god of love 
Upon that riſing mountain fits 
As awful, as on Ida, Jove. 


At once refoly'd his utmoſt {kill, 
And power, in Chloes form to ſhew ; 
That his keen ſhafts might ſurer kill, 
He ſhap'd the goddeſs like his %. 
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On a handſome lady ill painted To Mrs. M. N. 


[JT AD nature on her cheeks ſuch colours ſpread, 
A thouſand ſighing youths had never bled ; 
While in the form the painter's {kill imparts, 


We loſe our wonder, but we ſave our hearts; 
Whoſe hand attempting to prolong her fame, 
Secures our life, but kills the beauteous dame : 
Yet thus, to view her beauties ſhine leſs clear, 
We moan the gift, and purchaſe life too dear. 


Au, far from hence, thy eye, wrong d Mira, keep; 
| Or ne'er behold, or come prepar d to weep ! 
| Grave 1n thy looks, and ſtudious in thy mien ; 
| Old age in youth, and wiſdom at eighteen !_ 
Here only we can gaze, nor feel a joy; 
Here only Mira ſmile, and not deſtroy. 


Vr ſtill we thank the artiſt, which has found 
A way for us to view, nor fear a wound; 
The arrows here which from the canvas fall, 
| {Boaſting no victims now) are guiltleſs all; 
While help'd by him, we dare approach her eye 
Without a paſlion, or a dread to die. 
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80 when the ſun's bright luſtre pains our fight 
With too much glory, and too ſtrong a light ; 
Down from the cloud deſcends the friendly dew, 


Dims half his beams, and gives us leave to view. 


The Parallel. 


ROCK and Fog have virtues much the ſame, 


One robs you of your purſe, and one your fame ; 


The lawyer's weapon choſe to wound, or kill, 

A piſtol - and the patriot's arms - a quill ; 

And which has murder d moſt, but few can gueſs; 
The felon's powder, or the traytor's preſs ; 

Yet tho' the brother-ſaints we often ſee 

In moſt things like - in ſome they diſagree 'Þ 
ur - c> each week, to gain ſome glorious prize 
Is perjur d Fog more virtuous, only lies. 


Written in a 20h of January Sermon, 
preach'd 1738. 


THILE thus bemoan d poor Charles's death we hear, 


We ſtrive, but cannot ſhed one Pious tear. 


Both victims ſeem alike, ſince all agree 


The preacher wants a head - as well as he. 


* 
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Fleet lay at Lisbon. 
O Philip, thus his queen - Von ſon of ours 


From realm to realm our victor-hero flies, 

And Auſtria's ſword, and Eugenès ſchemes deſies; 
The Po and Tyber his brave troops alarm; 
The Danube next may fear, or feel his arm. 


Where er he goes, freſh lawrels ſure to meet; 


Says Philip, true - wou'd George call home his fleet. 


$o nigh our ſhore while yon dire flags appear, 
However firm, our warrior's heart muſt fear ; 
For ah, where' er Britannia's navies ride, 
Empires forget their ſtrength, and kings their pride; 
Sent round the world to ſet the injur'd free, 
That pride may ſtoop, and jarring powers agree. 
Your ſon, whatever curious ſchemes you weave, 
Rules juſt as far as Britain gives him leave; 
Who as ſhe frowns, or for his intereſt pleads, 
Muſt either want his ſubjects, or his beads ; 
Hain may deviſe, and propheſy, but ſtil] 

Tis left to George, and Norris to fulfil. 


Dd 2 


203 


O the power of Spain 1735, when the Engliſh 


Is match'd, my dear, by none of Europe's powers; 


Verſes 
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Verſes to the injur d Patriot, written in 17 33. 


DF prudence were the parent of ſucceſs, 
And wiſdom only had the power to bleſs; 


Britain had loſt the weight ſhe now ſuſtains, 
Eas d by thy care, and reſcu'd by thy pains. 
Who pleas'd with ſhadows, and with airy dreams, 
With half-form'd projects, and half-finiſh'd ſchemes, 
From her own profit wittily does fly, : 
And thanks the pen that frames the fav rite lie; 
Bleſſing the artiſt for his happy pains, 

Which leads her out of freedom into chains. 
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Gainſt thee, againſt her own dear eaſe to fight; 
To rank ſedition half the nation fire, 
Fox to thoſe tumults, it does firſt inſpire ; 
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Firſt arm the rabble, then its madneſs blame; 
Which only lights the blaze, to quench the flame; 
Let patriots, guardians of the Brizifh ſtate, 
Praiſe Brutus ſword, or threaten Cz/ar's fate, 
Thy ſolid virtue ſhall each ſhaft ſuſtain, 
By faction edg'd, by fury lancd in vain; 


Far o'er thy head the whiſtling arrow fly, 
And in ſome hoſtile breaſt its feathers dye; 
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Glanc'd from thy ſhield, with ſtronger vigour go, 
And waſte its fury on the bleeding foe. 


Lr rage, or envy, dictate what they will, 
The muſe beholds thee great and upright ſtill; 
Fond of that worth, which madneſs wou'd deſpiſe, 
Views thee in ſenates, juſt ; in councils, wiſe : 
Whoe'er deſerts, reſolving to attend 
Through fame, or ſcorn, the ſtateſman and the friend; 
Far from thy eye, unpenſion d, and unknown, 
And brib'd to praiſe thee, from deſert alone; 
That does the verſe inſpire, and flame impart, 
And dictates to thy poet's hand and heart. 


LET Britain then, by ev'ry art contrive 
How duty may decline, and treaſon thrive ;; 
To prove her wiſdom, let the zealous ifle 
| Procure her billets, and erect her pile; 
The flames that from thy mimick image riſe 
| Shall lift thy virtues fairer to the ſkies; 
Thy deeds more beauteous, and thy deathleſs fame 
| Unhurt, unſullied by the trying flame, 
Shall the fierce chymic heat, like gold, endure, 
Made by the flame more ſolid, and more pure; 
Meant to deſtroy, it but refines the more, 
And gives freſh luſtre to the valu'd oar ; 
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Adds a new beauty, which attracts the fight, 
And from the furnace draws a ſtronger light. 


STILL we behold thee glorious, tho' to hide 
Thy beams a while, dull meteors round thee glide; 
Turn from our eyes a while thy light away, 
And ſtrive with Pogs to intercept the day: 


Yet break that miſt which wou'd thy glories ſhrowd; 


The ſan, and thee, have each alike your cloud, 
Which blots the fulleſt fame, and faireſt ſkies ; 
Blackens a while, then diſappears, and dies. 
The vapour vaniſh'd, and the darkneſs o er, 
Broke by that lamp it ſtrove to quench before ; 
Which thro' the ſhadow ſtrikes its victor-ray, 
Pours in its light, and drives the gloom away. 


LT St. 7 - hn then in fatire laſh the times, 
And ſell his manners, to grow fam'd in rhimes : 
For fame and lawrels, place and titles quit, 
And loſe his treedom, to aſſert his wit; 

Thro his Fleet grate, let buſy F - - - rave, 
And dictate what wou'd Britain fink, or fave ; 
Who by his happy wants more wiſdom gets, 

His parts improving with his duns and debts : j 

In ſpite of Viſcount's ſongs, and madmens prate, 


This Lp s derifion, and that bankrupt s hate; 


ORIGINAL POEMs, c. 207 


Ballads, ſome penn'd by peers, by taylors ſome, 
At clubs all penn'd, and all inſpir'd by mum; 

(In rival lays, where brother vies with brother, 
One ſuburb ſage quite raviſh'd with another ; ) 

In ſpite of G- v - s rage, and JYþ - - - d's rant, 
What ideots credit, and what Craftſmen cant ; 
Libels that roar, and Journals that defy, 

And piouſly for Britain's ſafety lie; 
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still be the ſtateſman brave, the patriot juſt, 
Whoe'er conceals the ſteel, or aims the thruſt ; 


The piles they build, but lift thy fame more high 
And ſpread, and bear it faſter to the ſky. 

Thus Rome, her dulneſs to her glory turns, 
And thoſe ſhe knows not to confute, ſhe burns : 
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Whoſe flames and faggots often have prevail'd, 
Where her beſt reaſons, and her rhet'rick fail'd. 


LET Faction then dip all her pens in gall, 
Hear her vain fictions, and deride em all; 
Enjoy her frown, nor let the ſilly blaze 

That burns thy form, thy ſteddy heart amaze; 
Draw a freſh glory from the envious fire 
Which meant to terrify, does more inſpire ; 
To virtuous deeds, and higher fame excite, 


Shewn fairer by this kind, this friendly light.. 
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Pleas d with the gift, each boſom glows, 


Man Il his * lawrel bow wou'd burn, 
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Tus grateful Rome, when her beſt patriot's dy'd, 


Each art of love, to pay their virtues, try'd : 


The column now was ſhap'd, and arch was rais'd ; 


On braſs, the hero, or in marble, prais d; 
In pomp his image to her temples bore, 


Mix'd with thoſe gods, to whom he bow'd before ; 
One act ſtill wanting to reward the brave, 
And ſnatch the warrior's glory from the grave : 
And fee the coſtly pile with odours ſpread, 

To bear aloft, and burn the gen'rous dead. 
Upward at laſt the ſoaring eagle flies, 

And on her wing the conſul mounts the ſkies ; 
Here the frail man, but not his glory, ends, 


The mortal waſting, as the god aſcends. 
On the Dutcheſs of R. ch d' dropping Orange 


cockades at Suſſex election, 1733. 


HILE R - - bn - nd's hand the gift beſtows, 
The bow which firſt her finger ty d; 


To vote on gen'rous Pell - ins ſide. 


His country's wiſh no more withſtand; 
And Camp 's ſelf a convert turn, 
For ſuch a prize from ſuch a hand. 


* Oak and lawrel boug hs wore by the Tories at the election. 
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A double bliſs thy knot inſpires, 
Faireſt and beſt of Britiſp dames, 


While thoſe thy matchleſs beauty fires, 
Thy loyalty at once enflames. 


Ah! with what tender joy poſſeſt, 
Does ev'ry Briton hence depart; 

With R ch - - nds ribbon on his breaſt, 
And R- ch - - nd's image in his heart. 


George may at laſt ſecurely reign, 

His throne each haughty foe deſpiſe, 
Which both the S rave and fair ſuſtain, 

P - lham's firm zeal, and Lenos eyes. 
That God-like fame which Orange won, 
She claims from deeds as fair and great; 
And what the pious king begun, 

The beauteous patriot ſhall compleat. 


On a beautiful lady, fiſhing. 


HO' fatal each, how much unlike 
The wounds which Flavia does impart ? 
Pleas' d thro' the cheek, her perch to ſtrike, 


Her bleeding lover thro' the heart, 


E e | Her 
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Her quiv'ring line, and now her looks, 
By turns her various ſlaves ſurprize; 
Now making priſoners with her hooks, 
Now making captives with her eyes. 


The barbed Reel which hangs her trout, 
From the ſlight wound our hand may wrelt ; 
But who e'er pluck'd the arrow out 
She fixes in her lover's breaſt F 


Shou'd the clear ſtream afford no prize, 
Her fortune Flavia muſt not blame ; ; 
Let her but angle with her eyes, 
The nymph will then be ſure of game : 


The golden bait that hides the ſnare | 
Is ſeiz'd with what an eager joy ; 

Thus Flavia's cheek unkindly fair, 
Allure us firſt, and then deſtroy. 


On an eminent State-ſatiriſt. 


HE learned fatires 1 have wrote, 
Says Mich, the court and king to gall, 
May halt be loſt, at leaſt, forgot, 
Till in one ſkin I bind em all. 
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Thoſe that have ſcap'd the jakes, and fire, 


Says Tom, hereafter may be found; 
What you fold Franklin by the quire, 


You'll buy of grocers by the pound. 


Britain ſhall ſtill your labours boaſt, 
Long as her ſons ſhall feaſt, or feed; 
Us'd oft, when people bake and roaſt, 
Tho' ſeldom when they think, or read. 


On Rock's Pill. 
Dy ATH triumphs leſs! and R- cþ's victorious pill, 
Takes from her blunted ſhaft the pow'r to kill; 
While the ſad cheek the tear leſs frequent laves, 
And ſextons ſtarve for want of digging graves : 
All 7zches elſe before his med'cine flying, 
Its ſov'reign power wou d be beyond denying, 
Cou'd it cure Danvers of his itch of lying ; 
To his chaſte pen the love of truth impart, 
And drive the traytor from the patriot's heart. 


To Mra. P. P- r, indiſposd at the Bath. 
7 HUS Venus riſing from her A 


To captivate the world is drawn; 5 


Her looks leſs pow 'rtul to enſlave, 


In canvas you, and ſhe in lawn. 


1 Twas 


S a= = "2 — —— 
Pre — _— 2 1 
— —— - — 
8 4 PEAS p * "_ * 5 
— Logs — * — 3 


— 
A 7 pet w_———— 
.. — Ys "2D G6 — 
i ot * — — S 2 — — 
— — wa - a der = : E _- — "72 — 2 
1 — 
i . © 2 — — — — 
2 8 = 


— - 
5 * = 5 > oy gn 
SOS Ken 3 + ee 
—— - : 
. — Dy ey in — 
wy > — * oy 
— TIT l i 


+». ds. 


44 
i 10 
Nie 
1 > 
+ | Li 
4 i 
1 4 
{of 4 
ita tv 
1 
N 
1 N 7 
Wt ö 
th 
is) 
5 
1 
„ 
"i 
8 fs 
5 '4 
i f 
#4 2 
43? f 
14 
Wk 1Y wh 
'L * 1 
4 ' *. 2 
WI } 
4 4 Ws 
r 
LN 3 . * 
1157 i : 8 p 
1 
4 1 
77 1 
12 o 
. } 
s © i # 
15 © 1 


212 Miſcellaneous Collection of 
Twas little for thoſe heav'nly beams 
On land to pleaſe, and to ſubdue ; 


Half victor only, till the ſtreams 
Were forc'd to own her triumphs too. 


What magick here awakes deſire, 
Diff rent th' effect, the cauſe the ſame ; 
The ſprings that cool the goddeſs fire 


Do but augment each lover's flame. 


Bathing, as Phebe's charms revive, 
The colour from our cheek is flown ; 
While for her ſafety as we ſtrive, 
We with not, or negle& our own. 


How fad a chance we all muſt try, 
And yet 'tis all that heav'n can give; 
If fate reſtores her bloom - we die, 
If not - 'tis more ſevere - we live. 


70 Mrs. M. N. teuelue Tears old. 


OW is that lovely little face 
Contriv d to give us pain and) joy! ? 
Where er ry opening infant-grace, 


Tho' hardly form'd, can yet deſtroy. 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms, &e. 


e 
4 4 

4 4 N 

13-4 + » 3 
4, & EREED 

10 


Thou, like the plank the ſailor views 
When wreck'd, far off upon the wave; 
And life juſt ſpent, in vain purſues 
What only cou'd the victim fave. 


For ah! with all our vows and ſkill, 
We muſt not touch thy virgin bed; 

When fair enough to pleaſe, and kill, 
Ah, why not ripe enough to wed ? 


Thoſe charms, perhaps, I might poſſeſs, 
I now, alas, in vain adore, 

Cou'd I but number twenty leſs, 
And thou, fair maid, ten Summers more. 


On an imdifferent poet. 


ATURE, that turn'd thy head, thought fit 
To finiſh, by the oddeſt rule; 
Thy ſenſe too little for a wit, 


And juſt too much to make a fool. 


Myſterious bard | half fool, half wiſe, | 
That little fame thy muſe has won, 

Thou may it applaud, while we deſpiſe, 
For know, a little fame is none. 


| True 
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[True Riches. 
RUS, tho' wanting gold and lands, 
Lives chearful, eaſy, and content; 


Corvus unbleſs d, with twenty hands 
Fmploy d to count his yearly rent. 


Sages of Lombard, tell me which 
Of theſe, you think, poſſeſſes more? 

One with his poverty, is rich 
And one with all his wealth, is poor. 


On an inſur'd writer. 


ITH cauſe poor Caleb does complain 
That Ofborn ſteals away his Jokes 3 . 
And thinks it hard his merry brain, 
With ſenſe ſhou'd furniſh other folks. 


Yet in moſt ſatires he has writ, 
His foes ſo baſely cannot deal; 
Where thoſe that rob him of his 011, 
His honefly can never ſteal. 


On a Cardinal who dy d of the Pox. 
ULIUS, as holy Rome ordain'd, forbore 


To take a wife, but always lik'd a whore ; : 
But while the dame, his paſſion to allay, 


Does love for love, and heat with heat repay ; 
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The flame he quench'd to day, the next burnt higher ; 
And loſing one, he felt a fiercer fire; 

If thoſe are pureſt deem'd, who molt endure, 

Was ever faint at Rome fo clean and pure? 

No need of purgatory flames, or hell- 

To purge his guilt, his own will do as well. 


On an upright Courtier. 


\URE C us various wiſdom all muſt prize; 


Wiſe when a Vhig, and when a Tory wile ; 

By turns, with ev'ry party pleas'd and vext, 

Voting one day for laws he damns the next ; 

Yet to one point his counſels always tend, 

When George's fav'rite, and when Sz. F - hx's friend. 
So the fair Thames, if ebbing, or at flow, 

Is the ſame river ſtill, when high and low; 

Empty each morn, at noon it fills agen 4 


Tho' various, but one ſtream at fix and ten, 


To the Dutcheſs of R — ch - = nd, ee 


HY oer the ſeas retires that heav'nly light, 


And leaves the orb from whence ſhe fails, in night? 
Shadows her own, to bleſs another ſphere ; 
One world in darkneſs left, the next to cheer, | 
5 Thus 


* 
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Thus the fifth Harry to extend his reign, 

Like her to triumph, often croſs'd the main; 

In each brave realm he bore alternate ſway, 

Which ſmil'd by turns the victor to obey ! 

Adord, from clime to clime like him ſhe flies, 

His conqu'ring ſword lefs potent than her eyes. 
On France again ſhe throws her ſtronger chains, 
And what the monarch won, the dame maintains : 
To Gallia's youth the daughter's pow'rful charms, 
As fear'd, and fatal as her * father's arms. 


On dependance. To the Duke of R- - hm - nd. 


HAT is dependance, tho' on courts and kings, 
The firſt and keeneſt of all Fortune's ſtings ? 

A ſhaft ſelect the power celeſtial throws 

At the moſt hated of her earthly foes ; 

The bane of truth, extinction of all thought; 

And gay diſtreſs, by fools and madmen bought: 


"Tis peace to quit, and honour to reſign, 


As others guide, to hope, rejoice, and pine 
To part with that the ſoul eſteems moſt dear, 
From her own ſelf to triumph, and to fear ; 
'Tis oft to praiſe (reaſon can guide no more) 
What we deteſt, and curſe what we adore ; 

* Earl of Cadogan, 
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To ſlight thoſe gifts, which only can adorn, 

And bend before the haughty eye we ſcorn ; 

Yet might we all depend, and ſtill be free, 

If, R- ch - nd, all the proud, wou'd copy thee; 
Pleas'd from thy glory often to deſcend, 


The Peer a name leſs valu'd than the friend. 


T6 a worthy Friend. 


$ thoſe who to the throne their ſmiles convey, 
4 A Gain by the gift more honour than they pay, 
So when I own myſelf thy muſe's friend, 

I only with more art myſelf commend ; 

On the reflection of thy worth I live, 

And praiſing thee, enjoy the praiſe I give; 

Since to applaud thy verſe, and fing thy fame, 

Is but ambition veil'd with friendſhip's name; 

A pride that wears good-nature's fair diſguiſe, 

To think with kings, extol thee with the wiſe. 


On the verſes wrote by ſome eminent Tories, 
on the death of the late King. 


| HF R Cham and Ths mourn their monarch's fate, 

1 Sincerely weeping that he died - fo late; 

Strange at his death theſe muſes ſhould complain, 

Whoſe living virtue gave em greater pain! — 
F f The 
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The tears now ſhed upon his herſe, to prove 
Their ſorrow juſt as real as their love. 


On a lady alas young. 
ET age and envious time do what they will, 


H1 Chloe remains the ſame ſoft creature till ; 
In her firſt coat, as when ſhe romp'd and ſmil'd ; 
A babe in years - at ſixty - ſtill a child. 


On wt. 


RUE wit is like the brilliant ſtone 
Dug from the I, ndian mine, 
Which boaſts two various powers in one, 
To cut, as well as ſhine: 


Genius like that, when poliſh'd right, 
With the ſame gifts abounds ; 
Appears at once both keen and bright, 
And ſparkles, while it wounds. 


On Milton's buſt erected in Weſtminſter- Abbey 


TRIVE not to build thy fame on arches ſtrong; 
"Twill flouriſh in thy muſe as late and long; 


The tomb may ſink, in duſt proud columns lie 3 
But the ſame moment time and this ſhall die; 


Which 
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Which to late æra's ſhall thy worth rehearſe, 
And tho it eats the ſtone, ſhall ſpare the verſe. 


On a very handſome lady that was blind. 
HO' beauteous Flavia heav'n deprives of fight 

Io view thoſe charms that give the world delight ; 
Let not her heart, ſubdu'd with grief, complain, 
Had ſhe beheld her form, ſhe had been vain ; 
One ſenſe in pure compaſſion heav'n denies, 
And to ſecure her virtue, dims her eyes. 


On a Friar. 
ER Friars holy Rome does fathers call ; 
The appellation's juſt, and ſuits em all; 
With nuns delighted to converſe and pray, 


Few have more daughters, or more ſons than they. 


On the monuments In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


HOSE piles aloft that raiſe their head, 
And the oreat king, or warrior ſhew ; 
Shine they to pleaſe the mighty dead, 


Or the vile worm that crawls below? 


Not once the ſenſeleſs clay reflects 
On what the flatt' ring poet writes; 
Nor feels the tomb which Bird erects, 
Nor hears the lines that Friend endites. | 
Ff Two 
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Two letters, and an humble ſtone 
Are all the wiſe and virtuous crave; 
Theſe will ſuffice, and theſe alone, 


To deck the king's, or hero's grave. 


On a diſcarded miniſter. To the Duke of A 


HAT ſcheme, ſays Mucius, does our iſle diſgrace ; 
Aſk him the cauſe - laſt month he loſt his place : 
To make the project uſeful to the land, 


One way is left - reſtore him back his wand. 


On the Craftſman. 


AYS Caleb, dropping firſt a patriot's tear, 
Our trade is loft - no earthly thing ſells dear; 
The prices of our wheat and oxen fal; 
The ſubject's beggar d, and the king has all: 


Says Ralph, your calculation's not ſo nice, 


Did ſcandal ever yield a greater price ? 
What age did better for dull libels pay, 
Bought by the load - ten thouſand in a day? 
Tho' we pay little for our drink and food, 


Your traſh will ſtill be dear, and markets good; 
Whatever ſinks, its value will be high; 
For if knaves print, you'll meet with fools to buy. 
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On the Craftſman and Common Senſe. 


HE different ſheets two different authors ſhew, 
One a falſe friend, and one an open foe ; 

This with defiance his bold Journal fills; 

That hides his rage, and kiſſes while he kills. 

From the bold foe thy courage ſhall defend, 

Thy wiſdom, George, againſt the treach'rous friend; 
Who at thy throne with the ſame paſſion ftrike ; 
Various their weapons, but their wills alike ; 
Around the firſt no veil of duty caſt, 
With friendſhip cloath'd the venom of the laſt ; 
Who has no art his triumph to ſecure, 

But hide the ſteel, to make the thruſt more ſure. 
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On a beautiful lady beholding herſelf in a 


ſrream. 


. 4 it 
1 
; I 


) EHOLD thoſe waves, ah, never at a ſtay; 

Hou ſwift their courſe | how ſoon they glide away 
Each virgin's envy now, and lover's theme, 
Thy beauties, Mira, are that fleeting ſtream ; 
Each after each which ſhall too ſoon retire, 
Thy brow reſign its light, thy eye its fire; 
Mira, be loſt, new wonders to ſupply, 

That other Mira may be born - to die. 
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70 Mrs. M. H. on the gold net-work in her 


apron. 


H, weave no more thoſe nets of gold, 
k Each gazing lover to ſurprize ; 
You have a ſofter art to hold, 


And catch em ſurer with your eyes; 


Tho' both might pleaſe, and might inſpire, 
When at ſome diftance they appear ; 
Vet who can Mira's net admire, 


When Mira's beauties are ſo near? 


Thy work our wonder then may ſhare, 
When ſhining in ſome other place ; 
But never can look rich or fair, 


When plac'd ſo near the artiſt's face. 
On à beauti 2 lach, ſinging. To Mrs. A. H. 


THILE with your beauty, and your voice, 
You charm the ear, and pleaſe the eye; 
You only leave each ſlave his choice, | 


By which ſoft ſhaft he means to die. 


If then your looks alone are found 
Of power your rigour to fulfil; 

Why ſhou'd you aim a ſecond wound, 
When one, alas, will more than kill; 


vou 
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You boaſt, fair nymph, ſo many arts 
Our breaſt to ſoften and ſubdue ; 


We have no way to guard our hearts, 
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But not to hear, and not to view. 
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A Poet's gratitude. 


DE now a ſatiriſt, firſt try'd his ſpite 
On the kind“ muſe which taught him firſt to writez 

Libel'd his friend - as razor's oft are ſeen, 

To wound the hand which help'd to make 'em keen. 


On a perſon of eminent merit long negletfed,, 
and afterwards very honourably preferred at. 
court. 5 


H Us antient Rome her great dictators found 

Tilling their Latian, or their Sabine ground; 
Their virtues long were paſt unheeded by, 
View'd with a careleſs, or a ſcornful eye. 
But when her fields with hoſtile troops were ſpread, 
When Pyrrhus, or when Carthage was her dread ;. 
Juſt in the dangerous moment of her fate, 
She call'd 'em home to fave her ſinking ſtate ; 
Beheld their cars, in triumph moving flow, 
Grac'd with a Gallic, or a Grecian foe; 

24: Addie... While 
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While her glad tribes the victor's pomp adorn, 
Reſcu'd by chiefs they long were taught to ſcorn ; 
1 The hero's long forgot, they now adore, 

Grac'd with thoſe lawrels which they nurs'd before. 


Written under the king's picture. 
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f ITH God-like kings when heaven a crown does truſt, 
Y And Joins the attribute of Great, with Juſt ; 
When the kind heart the royal arm reſtrains, 


| And power ſtill acts, as piety ordains ; 

With majeſty reſign d, with mercy brave; 

= | Lifting the ſword to bleſs, and not enſlave; 
1 1 Tho' juſtice calls, reluctant to deſtroy, 

\ His grief to puniſh ; to oblige, his joy ; 
When goodneſs gives a greater joy than fame; 


Pleas'd in the friend's, to loſe the ſov'reign's name; 
And mixing courage with compaſſion, ſhews 
A ſcorn at once, and pity for his foes. 
Wrapt with the view, ſee here the image plain 

Of Britain's glory, and of George's reign ; 

Her ſword againſt what virtue Faction draws, 
Whom neither goodneſs melts, nor brav'ry awes ; 
The king, the friend, the father, forc'd to view, 


At once with anguiſh, and with rev'rence too. 
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Tux Perſian thus a mix d emotion feels, 
Bows to the ſun, which ſcorches as he kneels; 


And as his orb the eaſtern ſky aſcends, 
With pain beholds that light to which he bends. 


A true atheiſt. 


ACK, who believes while thunders rend the air, 
Forgets his faith and creed - the weather fair ; 
While theſe along the darkned ether roll, 
Heav'n has a Deity, and man a ſoul; 
But leaves his prayers, his bible, and his pſalm 
When the ſky clears, and all above is calm; 
Fear makes his God - but when the ſtorm is o'er, 


Hell is a jeſt - and Zack devout no more. 


On private education. Defien'd to have been 
ſpoken at a Weſtminſter election. 


OUNG maſters tutor'd up their fathers ſtairs, 
4 Are ſometimes choſe high ſhri ves, and often mayors ; 
Or members of the houſe, their learning ſhew 
When call'd to vote, in anſwering yes, or no; 
What Chelſea, or what Highgate e er did lend 
The world a Kipe, a Buſby, or a Freind? 


G g Hero's 
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| The warrior here, and here the ſtateſman ſprings ; 


To the firſt fame, who claim a fair pretence, 


Hero's abroad, who gave our arms ſucceſs, 
Or patriots, who at home their country bleſs ; 


Who wiſely manage realms, and counſel kings; 


P - llhams and D - r/ets always ſent from hence. 


On a fine gentleman. 


ELM ONT, a beau himſelf, a method ſhews 


How others may be cheap, and frugal Beaus ; 
Guy, and well dreſt each night he does appear, 
In velvet, or brocade, yet nothing dear ; 


Whatever wigs, or waiſtcoats he puts on, 


All have one price - for Belmont pays for none. 


On a late convert to the Craftſman. 


HE patriot's fame you forfeit quite 
To turncoats which can ne'er belong ; 
For if the former Whig was right, 
The preſent Tory muſt be wrong. 


One half of all your glory dies 

In ſtriving thus to make it more; 
For if Med now is very wile, 

Then Med was very weak before. 
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On Dr. Barrow' works. 


\ [HERS their ſenſe like its thin leaves unfold, 
Thine is beat cloſe, like firm and ſolid gold; 
Writing to move, and warm, as well as ſhine, 
Thou has thy ingots in each facred line; 

In each rich page the noble maſs we view, 


Of the ſame weight, and equal value too. 


On a perſon who wrote on the corruption of our | 
= Janguage. 


yu - = 7, of our languages defects complains, 
Yet ſhews it pure, while he its faults arraigns ; 
His ſtyle but oddly with his ſubje& ſuits, | 
For what his eſſay proves, his pen confutes : 
Thus V- - - , to give each look a nicer grace, 
Rails againſt beauty, with the faireſt face. 


On a lady affecting terror. 
ICE, cer ſhe faints, remove from Celia's eye, 
() That bulky piſmire, and that giant-fly ; 15 
Into cold ſweats that ſpider will ſurprize; 
Tis a huge elephant, in form and ſize; 
Which in convulſions throws the trembling fair, 
And nothing frights her more - except a pray r. 
8 Ou 
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On a ſtingey beau. 
EC; URTO' rich ſide-board ſeldom ſees the light, 
__ Clean is his kitchin, and his ſpits are bright; 
His knives and ſpoons, all rang'd in even rows, 
No hands moleſt, or fingers diſcompoſe ; 
A curious jack hung up to pleaſe the eye, 
For ever {till - whoſe flyers never fly; 
His plates unſullied, ſhining on their ſhelf ; 
For Curio dreſſes nothing but himſelf. 

On a noted plagary. 
R writes plays, and gains a fame 

From Shakeſpear's thoughts, and Johnſon's wit; 
And without bluſhing, ſets his name 
To the learn'd ſcenes he never writ : 


Thus chickens hatch'd beneath an owl, 
To every bird beſide well known, | 
Pleas'd with their plumes, the hooting fowl 


Admires, and thinks they are her own. 


On a dull poem, richly bound and gilt. 


OR ſterling coin, fictitious oft does pals, 
1 And oft the ſilver hides the face of braſs; 
But here the cheat and fiction is more bold, 
For here tis lead, and cover'd oer with gold. 


Advice 
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Advice to a poet. 
O friend to Folio's, Virro hires a preſs 


To print his works in volumes that are leſs ; 
If writing little then exalts thy name, 

Write nothing - and deſerve a greater fame ; 

The Sybils myſtic books of old, like thine ; 


For three of theſe were worth as much as nine. 


Upon an Anemone chill d with a froſt. 
\EE, Mira, here, this bending flower, 
And learn to prize the preſent hour! 
How ſhort the ſpace - one circling day 
Between its bloom, and its decay 
Thy beauties ſhall no longer laſt, 
Which ſhine as fair, and fly as faſt ; 
To day invite each wondering eye, 
Like theſe gay leaves, to morrow die. 
But ah, lov'd maid, the diff rence ſee 
Betwixt the beauteous bud, and thee ; 
Which by the chilling morn half lain, 
The ſun's kind beam revives again. 
But when the hand of envious time 
Bereaves thee of thy roſy prime, 
And the ſoft bloom of youth is o er, 
It ne'er ſhall ſpring, or pleaſe us more. 
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On Mr. Prior's divine poems, publiſh'd ſome time 
before his death. 
ORE empires for thy birth ſhall ſtrive 
Where now thy living fame is ſpread, 


More Naim contend for thee alive, 


Than ever fought for Homer dead. 


Tho' love and beauty might engage 

Thy youth's gay moments that are paſt; 
Religion guides thy hallow'd age, 

And virtue claims thee all at laſt. 


On an eminent writer, who refur d to have his 
picture prefix d to his works. 


POET's wiſdom then let none deſpiſe, 
Thou has convinc'd mankind they may be wile ; 
"Twas wond'rous right, whoever gave the hint, 
1 If thou wouldſt ſell thy works, to hide thy print; 
1 Hadſt thou hung up that ſign to lure the eye, 
. All wou'd have ſtar d, but none the volume buy; 
Thy features wou d thy poem quite diſgrace, 
For who cou'd prize thy verſe, that view'd thy . 
Let not thy viſage then thy writings curſe, 
Tis better want a picture - than a purſe. 
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On a pretended Deiſt. 


O laugh away his creed, as M - - tries, 
1 His heart believes that hell his pen denies ; 
Nor brave enough to act by his own rules, 
Feels that remorſe, and flame, he ridicules. 


To know his boſom's pain, and inward ſmart, 
Look not into his book - but in his heart. 


On a married ſlate. 
HE bed unchaſte, the harlot's eye, 

1 A while their captives may allure; 
Beauty, and guiltleſs love ſupply 

A paſſion always to endure. 
Where hearts by virtue warm'd unite, 

Fate throws its angry ſhafts in vain ; 
This doubles ev'ry ſoft delight, 


And leſſens ev'ry woe and pain. 


On a lady who painted. 


PH LETS, like Daphne, Kiten each day to ſhun 


The warm embraces of the am'rous ſun; 


In Winter chuſes to unfold each grace, 


For then her beauty freezes to her face; 8 
3 Who 
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Who to a kinder nymph cou'd pay his vow, 
Did her heart melt as often as her brow ? 


Conjugal affection. 


INE morn as young Cleorà dreſt, 


And lac d her ſtays, and comb'd her — 
His happy choice Amintas bleſt, 


And vow d no nymph was half Þ fair: 


Her eye, and now her chuck he prais'd, 
Her boſom preſs'd, and looks admir'd ; 

On each ſoft feature ſmiling gaz'd, 

And was by turns with each inſpir d. 


Quite raviſh'd with the gentle knot 

Which Eymen and the chaplain ty'd; 
The moment neer to be forgot 
Which made the beauteous maid his bride. 
At nine he preſſes her ſoft lips, 
With a warm kiſs each kiſs Tepaid ; 
At ten from his lov'd angel ſlips, 


Forgets his vow, and hugs his maid. 


The Yenus look, the cherub face, 
Raviſh henceforth, and pleaſe no more ; 


While Jenny now has ev Ty grace 
His dear Cleora had before. 
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The happy diſappointment, occaſioned by a lady's 
being deſerted by an old man, her aanrer. 


LAV ſtill ſmile, and be at reſt, 


Heav'n's pity in its rigour prove; 
Which had no power to make thee bleſt, 
But thus to diſappoint thy love. 


From his dull chain the ſlave releaſe, 
Whom wit, nor beauty, cou'd not hold; 
And while the gay and young you pleaſe, 
Let Douds make conqueſts of the old. 


Let thy diſdain the woman prove, 
Inſpire thy look, and arm thy eyes; 

Where tis a fault for nymphs to love, 
Tis ſure a pleaſure to deſpiſe. 


Let this reflection ſooth thy woe, 
Tho' falſe his vow, tho' baſe his mind; 
In love, heav'n made the wretch thy foe, 
A kindneſs, to be thus unkind. 55 


From a lady in town to her friend in the country. 

F pleas d with ſhades, you ſlight my friendſhip ſtill, 
O'erjoy'd at Pam, and frighted at Quadrille ; 

From ſquare to ſquare while we our viſits pay, 


You chuſe to ſtitch, or read, to knot, or pray; | 
Hh If 
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It when this letter comes, it breaks your reſt, 

At nine aſleep, and juſt at ſeven undreſt; 

Oh ſtill partake each ſoft delight you feel, 

Coop'd in your garret while you knit, or kneel ; 
Keep to your Patrick, and your novels quit, 

More charm'd with prayers, and piety, than wit; 
Frequent the fairs and wakes four times a year, 

Your groves inſpiring, and your fountains dear ; 
Converſe with milkmaids, and of dairies dream, 
Poach'd eggs your ſupper, and your breakfaſt cream; 
Charm'd with your fiſhponds, raviſh'd with your glades, 
Birth-nights and balls leſs dear than brooks and ſhades. 
Trimm'd with a flouncing coat, and glaring knot, 
Your collects read, your gamut quite forgot; 

While for no higher joy your boſom pants, 

Than Gleek, or Loo, with couſins, and with aunts. 
And to condemn you to the hardeſt fate; 

To a dull life, I pity, and I hate, 

May you whole months fit poring o'er your frame, 
Or with the parſon's wife, or plowman's dame; 
Raviſh'd with ſquires, of velvet lords afraid, 

Kneel much, play little, mope, and die a maid. 
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To a lady, whiſpering familiarly to a little Black 
waiting behind her chair. 
To the C {s of Pemb - - ke, at Goodwood. 


HILE Flavia her ſoft neck reclines 

To whiſper in her Ætbiops ear, 

Cloſe by the night the morning ſhines, 
Both ſhade and ſun-ſhine in one ſphere. 


Her eye extreams can reconcile, 
Mark clear the duſk, the darkneſs bright ; 
The gloom enliv'ning with a ſmile, 


As clouds are ſeen when gilt with light. 


In female arts let others deal, 
By ſtratagem more lovely made ; : 


You have no power, bleſs d nymph, to ſteal 
One grace or beauty from a ſhade. 


Tho' lightning, when it cuts the air, 
Does from the cloud new luſtre take, 
Your looks by nature form'd ſo fair, 
No art can fairer ſhew, or make. 


The ruby's flame, the brilliant's light, 
Where'er they gleam, | yet ſtill are One; 
Nor can diffuſe a ray more bright 
Near the cheap glaſs, or mimic ſtone. 
H h 2 
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Your beauty no advantage draws 
From the coarſe cheek, for ever ſeen 


Commanding one deſerv'd applauſe, 


When near a dowd, or next a queen. 


We view with one unvarying joy 


The fame ſoft features always ſhine, 


Een R - - hin - nd nigh - whoſe looks deſtroy 


The triumphs of all eyes but thine. 


How great that beauty, all muſt gueſs, 


With what a power its rays muſt ſhine, 


When Flavia hardly pleaſes leſs, 
Near the ſoft beams of Lenos eyes. 


Still give the world each ſoft delight, 
By crowds admir d, by courts obey'd ; 

Whoſe beauties fear no ſtronger light, 
Or covet any helping ſhade ? 


Tru ſting to her own native grace, 
That power ſhe borrows from her eye, 
Flavia has ſtill one air and face, 


Where' er ſhe ſmiles, whoe'er is nigh. 


Thrice happy ſlave, to throw away, 

Leaning ſo often near her breaſt, 

What wou'd our largeſt hopes repay, 
Make age revive, and monarchs bleſt. 
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Unfelt 


fel 


Unfelt by thee that ſnowy hand, 
Unmark'd by thee thoſe lovely eyes ; 

Who canſt a thouſand darts withſtand, 
By each of which ſome victim dies. 


No wound, altho' their points convey, 


Or anguiſh to thy boſom give, 
Who elſe can with thoſe arrows play, 
Or ſport with Flavia's ſmiles, and live 


Thus Africks heats we ſtrive to ſhun, 
Or of its flame, when near, complain; 
While born beneath a ſcorching ſun, 
Its luſtre gives thy eye no pain. . 


This lends thy ſenſe a power to gaze 


On the warm beams her looks diſplay ; 
Our eye too weak to bear the blaze 


And brightneſs of fo ſtrong a day. 
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To a learned friend, who acquainted him with 


his deſign to travel. Jo Dr. Y ---g. 


YAY, learned youth, why you decline 
AF At home with faireſt fame to ſhine ? 


N eglect you then your Britain's praiſe, 


Or have no room for future bays ? 


Whatever: 
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Whatever climes you travel oO er, | 
Your fame has reach'd thoſe climes before; 

You follow but yourſelf, where'er 


You fail - your fame already there. 


"Tis pity then, that for a while 
Bids you deſert your fav'rite iſle ; 
That we our humble voice may try, 
Afraid to ſing, when you are nigh. 


Strange! in thy abſence we ſhou'd find 
A fate at once ſevere and kind; 

To moan thy tuneful breath muſt ceaſe, 
Or never hope our own ſhould pleaſe. 


Blow ſoft ye winds, ye Mereids keep 
Unmov'd and calm the ſmiling deep; 
As oer the ſmooth and azure tides 
The muſes joy and darling rides. 


He can deſcribe your green alcoves, 

Your moſſy bow'rs, and coral groves ; 
Where drops, like gems, their luſtre ſhew, 
And form a chriſtal ſky below. 


His voice the awful courts can ſing, 
'The trident of your awful king. 
Rever'd - and only not above 


The ſcepter of ſuperior Jove. 


Juſt 
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Juſt as your ſea in varying tides 
Now rolls aloft, and now ſubſides; 
The wave now calm, now proud to riſe 


Above, and break amidſt the ſkies : 


Such your lov'd poet's numerous ſong, 
Now gentle, rapid now, and ſtrong; 
As either theme his breaſt inſpires, 

As beauty warms, or glory fires ; 


We ſend thee forth adorn'd with bays, 
Leſs for thy own, than Britain's praiſe ; 
As generals conquer, but to bring 5 
The lawrel to their abſent king. 


Oh ſee what honours we deviſe ! 
How rate thy worth, and merits prize] 
In diſtant worlds, while we agree 

To truſt a nation's fame with thee. 

View the great charge you carry O er, 

Be but yourſelf, we aſk no more; 


No higher pitch your virtues need, 


Keep the ſame height - and you ſucceed. 


On ſtronger wings ſublime to fly, 
Wou'd but allure, and tempt the eye, 
The track at diſtance to purſue, 

It might admire, but ſcarce cou'd view. 
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So when the lark, who humbl y builds, 


Forſakes her neſt, and grafly fields; 


Her voice, that charms the earth and ſkies, 


Directs us only where ſhe flies. 


While pleas'd and chearful to prolong 


Her morning lay, or evening ſong, 
We feel a joy - forbid to know 


To what kind breath the ati we "Ys - 


From the Greek 0 of cue. 


HAT hone of fleeting life below, 
Can man behold, that wants its woe ? 


Since all the treach rous paths we tread, 
To ſorrow, or repentance lead. 


If to the country we repair, 
Tis hurry all - tis toil and care; 
From eaſe and quiet full as far, 
The noiſy court, and wrangling bar. 
Who tempt the ſea for wealth and gain, 
Behold each riſing wave with pain 3 
While the ſad wretch who reſt deſires, 
At home, in dread of want expires. 


th 
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With beauty charm'd, whoever wed | 

Feel cares fill haunt the midnight bed; 

And to poſſeſs that joy, a wife, 

Part with content and peace for life. 


Or ſhou'd a ſingle ſtate, in fear 


Of ſtrife, or ſorrow, ſeem more dear ? 
The herds that o'er the foreſt rove, 


Pine thus without a mate, or love. 


The fire who views ; his table grac'd 
With children, counts his woes as faſt ; 
If wanted, wants what might engage 


And cheer the eye of bending age; 


Grey hairs are helpleſs, youth is wild, 


Moroſe the man, and weak the child ; 
Each ſcene of life in ſadneſs paſt, 


| Till death in pity brings the laſt. 
Our firſt great bliſs, did mortals pray 


Aright, was neer to ſee the day; 
The next great mercy of the ſky, 
Next not to live, is ſoon to die. 
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From wedlock, joy, and honours from the law. 
Plenty and wealth the merchants fails attend, 
And the rich board ne'er wants a chearful friend ; 


Our youth's ſoft ſolace, and our balm for life. 


Or {hou'd a fingle ſtate our fancy pleaſe, 
Robb d of a wedded bliſs, we find an eaſe 


Lords of ourſelves, and by no frowns controll'd : 


With ſmiles each parent views his blooming heirs ; 


In each bleſt ſcene, from childhood to a tomb. 


From the Greek of Metrodorus. The contrary 
opinion maintained. 


Jo ſcene we view is void of its delight, 
1 VI prudent we, to uſe heav'n's gifts aright; 
Each pleaſure from the rural ſhade we draw : 


A numerous offspring, and a pleaſing wife, 


In a free life - with happy men enroll'd, 


If wanting theſe, he wants a father's cares ; 


Strong hardy youth is with no ſorrow vext, 


Gay the firſt years of life, and wiſe the next; 
While joy ſprings up, and ſmiling pleaſures bloom 


Each tender bleſſing then ſince life does give, 
Tis the firſt gift of heav'n we breathe and live; 
The next indulgence of the friendly ſky, 

Long to poſſeſs that gift, and late to die, 


he 
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The character of a good King. Jo G. N. Eſq; 


OU oft have aſk'd me, with what gifts poſſeſt 


1 A ſov'reign makes a realm and people bleſt ? 
Attend the muſe, which neither proud nor vain, 


By heav'n inſpir d, may teach e' en kings to reign. 


Be it the monarch's care you wou'd obey 


On earth their image, like the gods to ſway ; 
His right, by deeds of faireſt worth to prove, 


And while he ſhares their pow'r, to match their love. 
Peace let him wiſh, the good man's beſt reward, 


Still againſt danger, and each foe prepar'd ; 
Averſe to bleeding war, but where the laws 
Unſheath his ſword in Freedom's noble cauſe; 
As prudence guides, avert or ſtrike the blow, 
And quell the proud, and ſpare the humble foe. 
Be it his pride to boaſt a royal mind ; 

To luxury, nor avarice inclin d; 

Bleſſings to ſcatter round his fav rite land, 

Nor with too ſordid, nor profuſe a hand; 

Let all his acts from ſtricteſt honour ſpring, 
The friend and father till inſpire the king ; 


Preferring virtue to the firſt renown, 


| Juſtice to fame, compaſſion to a crown: 


Heay'n's ſacred gifts to pious kings - but leſs 
Themſelves to honour, than mankind to bleſs ; 
1i 2 The 
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The nation's good be ſtill his generous aim, 

And mercy thought a nobler gift than fame. 
Pleas d in his peoples woes to bear a part, 

The ſubjects ſigh transfix the ſov'reign's heart. 

By trait'rous foes, if urg'd to be ſevere, 

Let the ſad ſentence prompt a pitying tear; 

His ſorrow to behold the axe, confeſs, 
How much more pleaſs'd he is to fave, and bleſs; z 
What pangs to puniſh | how much joy to ſpare ! 
Scorning a bliſs his ſubjects cannot ſhare. 


Writs thus the muſe unfolds, as you defire, 
What virtues ſhou'd the ſov'reign's heart inſpire ; 
I draw the picture, you the likeneſs find 
On Britains throne, in George's royal mind. 


On Sternold and Hopkine 5 tranſlation f the 
Pſa alms, 


7 NDALS far off, nor let thoſe hands aſpire 
To jar the ſtrings, nor touch the Hebrew lyre; 

Whoſe ſacred notes the ſoul to raptures move 

To joy, or fear, to tremble, or to love. 

Swift on each ſound above the clouds we fly, 

Bore from the earth in tranſports thro the ſæy; 
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While nothing mortal now our hearts adore, 
Glory a toy, and fame our wiſh no more. 

While theſe with artleſs fingers thrum the ſtrings, 
Our zeal wants fire - devotion has no wings ; 
Pious, and cold, we pray at once, and ſleep, 

As one dull pace, their heavy numbers keep ; 
The facred ſenſe unhallow'd by the ſound, 

As the harſh notes the ear with diſcord wound. 
Thus praiſing heav'n, the Godhead we defame, 


Approach his ſhrines with ſmoke, inſtead of flame; 


We bluſh when we repeat the barb'rous ſtrain, 
And thus devout, we almoſt are profane. 


An wretched monarch ! who art forc'd to call 
Sternold and Withers greater foes than Saul; 
Their pens, than his fierce jav'lin more to blame, 
As life's a gift not half fo dear as fame; 
In thy eſteem, great king, of more renown 
The poet's lawrel, than the ſov'reign's crown. 
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7⁰ Dr. Y —— 5 ns. Being an apology for Writing 


after him on the ſame ſubjeft. 
ORGIVE the muſe, which ſtrives to raiſe 
Her voice, and emulates thy praiſe; 
On thy great ſubject proud to ſing, 
And takes thy flight, without thy wing. 
* The Laſt Day, 


Above 
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Above yon clouds I ſeem to ſoar, 

And try thoſe heights you reach'd before: 

By ſtars inform'd to find the way 

To light's fair ſource, and endleſs day. 


Yet truſting thus to mortal aid, 
1 hear thy voice my pride upbraid ; 
To gain heay'n's throne as I aſpire, 


And boaſt thy theme, but not thy fire. 


Yet who cou'd hope ſecure to ride 
Above thoſe waves, that foaming tide, 
Amidſt ten thouſand billows toſt, 
Where thou thyſelf was almoſt loſt? 


Who elſe deſcending deep below, 

Cou'd paint each finner's pangs and woe? 
While in thy pleaſing, dreadful ſtrains, 
We hear their groans, and feel their pains. 


O move thoſe terrors from our eye! 
Gazing once more, we faint, we die! 
Seem in the fiery deluge roll'd, 
And dread the flames which we behold. 


Shut up that deep, hell's manſions cloſe ; 
What eye can bear that ſcene of woes ? 
With pain the proſpe& we endure, 

And hardly think ourſelves ſecure. 
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But ſee! thy heav'n attracts our eye, 
We ſcorn the earth, and gain the ſky ; 


Forget our duſt, and as we ſoar, 
Look down, and mortal ſeem no more. 


What ſparkled once before our ſight, 
Now faintly glows with dying light :. 
From purer orbs while we ſurvey 
The ſun himſelf without a ray. 


On worlds beneath we now look down, 
Nor prize the ſtars, or Britains crown: 
Nay, in the ſacred extaſy, 

Almoſt forget thy muſe, and thee. 


oh ſtill intent on fame, prolong 
The ſolemn verſe, and ſacred ſong ; 
That ev'ry eye which reads it o er, 
May learn to tremble, and adore. 


70 Major R. P. on his tranſlation of the life of 
Pomponius Atticus. 
HILEF, we in vain our iſle enflame 
To virtue's fair purſuit, you give 
To warm each breaſt, a Roman name, 
And teach us better how to live. 


Who: 
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4 | Who can thy Atticus explore, 
i Nor feel his foul with pity glow ; 

1 Who read the God-like patriot o'er, 

And longer live his country's foe. 


Your boſom panting after fame, 
= Diſdains the cenſures of your iſle, 
Where to record a virtuous name, 


Is not to pleaſe, but to revile. 


Cou'd we thy Roman's love repeat, 0 ob 
Inſpir'd to pity human woe, 

The aking heart wou'd ſeldom beat, 
The penſive eye leſs frequent flow? 


No ſtream the wretch's ſorrows fed, 
But gave his boſom equal pain 
And each complaining drop they ſhed, 


Was anſwer'd by a tear again. 


So much each foe his virtues charm, 

Which pleaſe at once, while they ſubdue ; 
They weaken each fierce rival's arm, 

And leave his ſword no more to do. 
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Tho' oft with thoughts of vengeance preſt, 
The guilty weapon to diſdain ; 
He bares as oft his gen'rous breaſt, 


And urges Rome to ſtrike, in vain. 
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In vain the ſteel her ſons unſheath, 
To bribe his friendſhip, or remove; 


Who boaſting power to take his breath, 
Vet wanted force to ſhake his love. 


Thy triumphs, Cæʒuar, wanted charms, 
Thy lawrels, Pompey, ceas'd to bloom ; 
Since from each warrior's guilty arms, 


His Rome was {ure to meet her doom. 


With pious grief thoſe wreaths he views, 
Which round each victor's temples grow; 
Affur'd that arm which moſt ſubdues, 
Is but his country's greater foe. 


Tho' fair each hero's enſigns wave, 
And flame ador'd along the ſkies ; 

To think whoſe blood the tincture gave, 
Awakes his grief, and ſwells his eyes. 


What cou'd his brav'ry more commend ? 
What more his boſom's virtue ſhew ? 
When to relieve-a wretched friend, 


Was but to gain a certain foe. 


What glory to your monarch's name, 
Are you ordain'd by heav'n to bring ? 
Whoſe ſword fo well can guard his fame, 


Whoſe * voice ſo well that fame can ſing. 
* Major Pack was author of ſeveral ingenious pieces in poetry, 
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With both Minerva's doubly bleſt, 
Which do at once your heart inſpire, 
You carry in one noble breaſt 


The warrior's flame, and poet's fire. 


Oh ſtill, fam'd youth, yourſelf exceed, 
Your country ſmiling to peruſe 

Each foe, and vanquiſh'd rival bleed, 

Both by your ſword, and in your muſe. 


While to your happy ſhaded brow, 

Each pow a diff rent wreath conveys, 
The god of war his lawrel bow, 

The god of verſe his verdant bays. 


With joy the Nomuns ſmiling ſhade 
Forgets his bliſs, well pleas'd to ſee 

His fame and worth ſo nobly paid, 
By Albion read, and ſung by thee. 

Oh did each breaſt thoſe virtues feel, 
Thy Hero's life, or death diſplay : 


What monarch then wou d draw his ſteel, 


What pious ſubject not obey ? 


No art thy Britain then wou'd try, 
No other force her ſoy'reign prove, 

To tell how each on each rely, 

But we our faith, and he his love. 
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Oh may this ſoft, this laſt debate, 
At length compleat thy country's reſt; 


And each lament his kindeſt fate, 
Unleſs the other is as bleſt. 


On reading Dr. Burnett 0 deripio of the 
general con iflagration. 
R TIRE thou ſun, ye planets fear, 


The earth's ſad orb with terror view; 
And as ye journey nigh her ſphere, 
Oh ſtop your flight, and tremble too ! 


That angry voice which bids her burn, 
Her beauties fade, and ſtrength retire, 

Can each fair light to darkneſs turn, 
And throw a ſhade around your fire. 


Shall worlds diſſolve, and they who tread 
Theſe worlds, themſelves immortal boaſt, 

The ſons of earth expreſs no dread, 
Who view the earth in ruins loſt ? 


On Mr. Glanvil's book of Tranſmigration of Jen 


\OME ages hence, ſo wondrous odd, 
The power and will of ruling fate ; 
The wits at Will's may dread a God, 
A parſon like, a coxcomb hate. 
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Perhaps, to heal his old reproach, 


Homer in ſome new form alive, 


May be allow'd to keep his coach, 
And Philip's ſon be hir'd to drive. 


Verſes occaſion d by the death of J. J. Eſq; who 
died December 27, 1737. 


CG! NC E life, bleſt ſhade, does little elſe ſupply, 


But to be born, to gaze a while, and die; 
A few ſhort years to tread this various ſphere, 


Then quit the ſtage, be loſt, and diſappear ; 


Take from the mournful muſe this laſt adieu, 
And think the ſigh fincere, and ſorrow true, 
Which penſive, to lament thy hearſe, T ſend, 
The beſt good- natur d man, and kindeſt friend. 


WI II x others owe their empty worth alone, 
Or to the pompous buſt, or flatt ring ſtone; 

In marble only, or in braſs ſurvive, 

Boaſting that fame in death they want alive; 
Twas thine to chuſe that longer ſhou'd endure, 


From age and time thy virtues to ſecure; 


Scorning the ſtatues aid, and ſculptor's art, 


To raiſe a tomb in each ſad grateful heart; 
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A borrow'd luſtre nobly to diſown, 
And draw thy glories from thyſelf alone; 
Too fair their number, and too great their ſtore, 
From flatt'ry's voice to want, or covet more; 
(Her chiefeft joy, falſe honours thick to ſpread, 
Or on the guilty, or the worthleſs dead) 

In vain her arts thy merit to extend, 
Since he that trueſt draws, is moſt thy friend. 


THINE 1s the grave at laſt, which does beſtow 
Reſt to the good, and guards from from ev'ry woe; 
The pangs of diſcontent, the groans of care, 

The dread of pain, and ſighs of ſtill deſpair ; 
Where now they ſleep, the ſad remembrance o er, 

How oft they ſuffer'd, and how much they bore; 
Each ſcene that ſadden'd once the penſive eye, 
And bid the ſoul breathe out a wiſh to die. 


I ſtay behind thee a few painful years, 
In this dark vale of ſolitude and tears ; 
Where ev'ry ill does ev'ry bliſs allay, 
With clouds o'erſpread, our faireſt, brighteſt day; 
Which ſtill the wretched ſons of earth purſue, 
By birth their portion, and by guilt their due; 
(Who view each hope far off, each danger near, 
Perplex d alike with what they feel, and fear) | 
i fs Which: 


\ 
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Which firſt intrude, when firſt they draw their breath, 
Increaſe with age, and only end in death. 


BO As r then no more, vain fav'rite of the ſky, _ 
Thy brow more lofty, and thy birth more high ; 
That God-like reaſon on thy ſoul does ſhine, 
From heav'n thy race, thy origin divine! 


What crawl the earth, or wing the upper air, 
Wanting thy glories, do not feel thy care ? 
Have no diſtreſs to moan, no wants to WEEP, 
Chearful their day, and undiſturb'd their ſleep ; 
While we, alas, with all our pride and pow, 
Dread the return of ev'ry fearful hour, 
Which may defeat our hope, or peace deſtroy, 
And rob weak man of ev'ry fleeting joy ; 

Our ſtate then happieſt, when we leaſt complain, 
And pleaſure only a ſuſpenſe from pain; 

Our fighs increaſing as our years are paſt, 

Nor er to ceaſe, till death demands the laſt, 


Ur on the verge of life I view thee ſtand, 
When fate had iſſued now the dire command; 
Patient, reſolv'd, beneath the ſentence brave, 
Thy eye {till ſmiling, tho' it view'd the grave; 
Which without terror does to thee appear ; 
The guiltleſs heart too ſtrong to faint, or fear: 
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Thy breaſt new vigour from its virtue drew, 
And as thy ſtrength decreas d, thy courage grew; 
The pale dire viſage which the phantom wore, 
Was grown familiar to thy thought before; 
While the mix'd terrors, wav'd in either hand, 


The lifted arrow, and the finiſh'd ſand, 


Without remorſe or dread by thee are ſeen, 
Pure of that guilt which makes the arrow keen; 
Does the grim tyrant with his arms ſupply, 
Gives poiſon to his ſhaft, and fierceneſs to his eye. 


FRO M thee the wiſe might greater wiſdom draw, 


The pulpit, morals ; and the ſenate, law ; 


Good- nature, with the ſweeteſt manners Join'd, 


Mixing to pleaſe, and to inſtru& mankind ; 
Where heav'n its kindeſt bleſſings did impart, 


The cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart; 


Wiſe to diſcern, and ſteddy to purſue, 
Thy judgment ſolid, and thy friendſhips true; 
Who couldſt on life a pleas'd reflection caſt, 


Gladning thy preſent moments with the paſt ; 


Ty'd to no party, by no ſchemes confin d, 
Thy friends, the upright of all human kind. 
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Taurus deep conceal'd, thy thought cou'd well explore, 


To books indebted much, to reaſon more; 


Each 
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Each doubt by her unerring dictates try d 

In ev'ry ſearch, at once thy light and guide; 
Thy heart convinc'd, whoever might oppoſe, 


That truth and reaſon never cou'd be foes ; 


By her, Religion fix'd upon her throne, 
Heav'n's dictates, and her voice, for ever one ; 

Which oft by art obſcur'd in ſhade and night, : 
Still ſhine the faireſt, in the fulleſt light. 


THross gifts which ſwell'd the vain too oft with pride, 
Thy modeſty conceal'd, and ſtrove to hide ; 


Caſting a veil around the faireſt fame, 


Each virtue pleas'd thee, rather than its name: 
The modeſt to relieve, the humble raiſe; 
The ſecret gift; the Good, without the praiſe ; 
With its own inward peace thy ſoul content, 
Feeling each joy thyſelf, thy pity lent ; 
While charity in others ſeem'd to be 


Changing its name, a pure ſelf- love in thee 
To ſtop the ſigh, to calm the heart's diſtreſs, 
Twas luxury in thee to help and bleſs. 
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IN Wiſdom' 8 Chant inſtructed to preſide, 
Thou hadſt each ſage s ſkill, without his pride; 

Knowledge in thee was like thoſe ſtreams that flow 
Silent and ſmooth, thro' hidden ways below, 
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Which to the eye refuſing to appear, 

Yet glide beneath more eaſy, deep, and clear 

Than thoſe above, which force their rapid way, 

And by their noiſe, their want of depth betray. 

Such was thy baſhful worth, which choſe to lie 
Conceal'd, and ſecret from the ſearching eye ; | 

More pleas'd, when e'er engag'd in virtue's cauſe, 
With thy own heart's, than with the world's applauſe. 


STILL to thy ſoul reality was dear, 
Much better pleas'd to be, than to appear ; 
Whoſe voice and heart for ever did agree; 
Who heard the one, might ſtill the other ſee; 
From thy ſtri word, thy faithful meaning know, 
Fond of thy friend, forgiving to thy foe ; 


Scorning the courtier's mean, ignoble part, 


TY 


The gentle viſage, and deceiving heart; 

The ſolemn look, that calmly wou'd beguile ; 
And when it meant a ftab, profeſs.a ſmile ; 
Chearful, tho grave, and free without diſguiſe ; 
With prudence, generous, with good-nature, wile ; 
Within thy guiltleſs boſom never nurſt, 

The hate that flatter d, or the love that curſt. 
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SINCERITY, truth, honour, friendſhip, ſenſe, 
Theſe all were thine, without their vain pretence ; 


, L I Which 
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Which by thy heart more valued ſeem'd to be, 
Obliging others, than adorning thee ; 

So the great ſun, unconſcious of its fire, 

Feels not the flame that does the world inſpire ; 
But in a kind profuſion throws away 

Man's beſt and chiefeſt bleſſings, heat and day; 
Round the wide world for ever ſpeeds his flight, 
His all the toil, mankind's the warmth and light. 


How well cou'dſt thou Aden the weak and wiſe, 
And trace hypocriſy through each diſguiſe ? 
Whatever ſhape ſhe wore, or form ſhe took, 

The patriot's falſe, or ſtateſman's ſolemn look ; 

Her cloſe deſigns thy thought cou'd ſtill explore, 
Thro' the fair look, and fpecious guiſe ſhe wore ; 
Her latent rage, and hidden treach'ry ſpy, 

When peace and friendſhip ſmil'd upon her eye. 


Tay foul no other guide but virtue knew, 
Where ſhe led on, ſtill eager to purſue; 
For neither frowns cou'd awe, nor ſmiles invite 
Thy upright heart from juſtice, and from right ; 
With her thy actions chuſing to adorn, 
Whoe'er might cenſure, or deride, or ſcorn ; 
To taint thy innocence, who vainly ſtrove, 


Repell'd by that firm breaſt they hop'd to move. 


BENEATH 
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BE NEAT H whate'er diſguiſe it did appear, 
True merit to thy heart was always dear; 
| To thee the good, to thee the wretched flew, 
| And claim'd thy friendſhip, as their ſufferings due; 
Pleas'd with ſome ſecret pity to ſurprize, 
And ſtop the bluſh, when firſt it ſtrove to riſe; 
To grant the gift, and yet ſuppreſs the ſhame ; 
And give to want ſome virtue's borrow'd name; 
What thy hand gave, thy heart wou'd ner reveal, 
So fond t' oblige, ſo careful to conceal ; 
That worth more priz d, which ſadneſs fairer made, 


Clouded with grief, and breaking thro' a ſhade. 


Wir x virtues fair as theſe to claim the ſky, 
Is to retire from life, but not to die. 
Its ſoft decline who cou'dſt in ſmiles ſurvey, 
And the calm evening of thy ſetting day ; | 
Thy progreſs like the ſun's, whoſe noon-tide paſt, 
Keeps for his eve the fulleſt beams at laſt. 


SUCH was thy life, but oh | what mule ſhall find 


Fit words to draw the laſt great ſcene behind? 
The force of nature, or of virtue's pow'r, 
To arm the ſoul againſt that dreadful hour; 


When all we feel, we fancy, or we know, 
Conſpires to fill the ſoul with conſcious woe; 
L 1 2 
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The pureſt innocence too weak to ſave 

The ſoul from doubts - what lies beyond the grave; 
Dark ſcenes, which e'en the good and guiltleſs view, 
Tho' with ſome hopes - yet with ſome terror too. 


Bu r here the God-like man at eaſe we ſee, 
With peace inſpir'd, from ev'ry paſſion free; 
His ſummons hence without a pang ſuſtain, 
With courage, ſought in Cato's death, in vain ; 
Welcome the ſhaft, when the reward was ſure, 
To die- an act leſs brave than to endure. 


On fortitude unmatch'd ! oh peace unknown, 
But to the upright, and the good alone; 
Who from themſelves derive a noble power, 

To ſmile upon the laſt kind parting hour; 
Arming their heart againſt the force of pain, 
Which nature may not - virtue can ſuſtain; 

They who beheld thee, ſeem'd to ſuffer more; 
Nor thoſe who pitied, leſs than he who bore ; 

In filence pleas'd the conflict to ſuſtain, 

Not ſighing, leſt thy ſighs ſhou'd give them pain; 
Till one was forc'd with thy expiring breath, 

One only - which was ſtopt by inſtant death. 
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On muſe! oh penſive, but in vain, forbear, 
He hears not, or if living, wou'd not hear! 
Averſe in life to hear the grateful ſtrain, 
That praiſe, which always gave his heart a pain. 
Place rather his fair deeds before thy eye; 
Living, how juſt - how well prepar'd to die ! 
Be warm in freedom, and in virtue's cauſe ; 


From upright actions only ſeek applauſe ; 
Gladden the penſive, chear the mournful breaſt, 
Pour joy into the ſoul with cares diſtreſt. 

| Let vice thy pity, or thy ſcorn engage, 
And into morals ſhame an impious age; 
From acts like theſe an equal merit raiſe, 
And imitate the dead, as well as praiſe. 


70 T. S. Eſq; on his fine fludy. 
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Shew to the eye like files of glitt ring beaus; 
Or billings dipt, the ſimile will hold, 
Tinſel within, without all cloath'd in gold. 
If thou art judge whoe'er in dreſs excel, 
If bards, muſt rhime, if ſtateſmen argue well ; 
Accompliſh'd thus, in verſe Dutch poets ſhine, „„ | | 
And a gilt Bunyan, is a ſound Divine. 
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Without Morocco, what a poor pretence E 

Has Sw - ft to wit, or Add - ſon to ſenſe ? 

How low their humour, and their thought how lame, 


Till ſome new artiſt gilds em into fame? 


Advice to an eminent ſtate-writer. 


O a few hints if willing to attend, 


A heart like thine has yet a power to mend; 
Diſdain not what a friend ſhall now adviſe, | 
Suff ring the weak for once to guide the wiſe; 
If then thy freedom, or thy peace are dear, 
Droll on- but droll within a Craf:/mar's ſphere ; 
Amuſe thy fav'rite mob with luſcious lies, 

And to ſee clearer, bid em ſhut their eyes. 
Each week ſome canvas courtier hang or burn, 
And Britiſh tools to Britiſh madmen turn. 
Inſpir d by thee to gain the firſt applauſe, 

By mending ſtatutes, and by breaking laws : 
Make freedom nothing, all its gifts but vain ; 
And James's rule prefer to William's reign : 

In St. 7 - hn's praiſe be learned, long, and loud; 
And ſenates ſubject to their lord - the crowd. 

Of all the bleſſings by a realm poſſeſt, 


Prove that ſtate-madneſs always was the beſt ; 
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The ſureſt light (when reaſon wou'd abuſe, 
And lead us wrong) to teach us what to chuſe. 
Stop here - let kings and majeſty alone, 
And touch with ſacred dread: the Britiſb throne ; 
Whoſe golden ſcepter has an awful weight, 
And treaſon always feels it, ſoon or late; 
Which tho a while by mercy kindly ſpar'd, 
Meets ſtill at laſt its ſure and fad reward. 


Codrus and Cæſar. 
N Greece one pious Codrus only ſway'd, 
While many impious Cæſars Rome obey'd'; 
Admirers round the Romans vices drew, 
The Grecians praiſe, and piety, but few. 
Leſs pleas'd degenerate kings of after-times 
With Codrus virtues, than with Cz/ar's crimes: 


On a beautiful lady, very young... 


H born to pleaſe, and torture, ſay, 
Thou bliſs and anguiſh of my fate; 
Why was I doom'd to view the day 


So ſoon - thou, lovely maid, fo late? 


Why does that ſmile thy looks impart, 


That cheek fo guiltleſs, and fo fair, 
Fill and diſtract a doubtful heart, 
At once with joy, and with deſpair ? 
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Too partial heav'n, my birth to place 
So diſtant from thy youth and bloom, 
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Fach beauty opening in thy face, 
While I am haſtning to a tomb. 


All rapture now I view thy eye, 
With ſadneſs now ſurvey thy charms ; 
Conſcious how ſoon thoſe breaſts muſt lie 


Soft folded in ſome rival's arms. 


In thee all Eden I admire, 
Whoſe beauties thy ſoft looks diſplay ; 
Thy infant-eyes the ſword of fire, 
That flame, which drives my hopes away. 


Romiſh Piet). 
ER ſaints and martyrs Rome preſerves with care, 
Nor loſes of the tribe a nail, or hair; 

Teaching her pious ſubjects to adore 
Blood they ne'er ſpilt, and heads they never wore. 
To us poor Britiſb hereticks are giv'n 
None of theſe helps to piety and heav'n ; 
Their works to copy we have only choſe, 
And dully prize their faith before their toes. 


Their virtues imitate, and leave to Rome 


What more ſhe likes, their coffins and er tomb. 


Tmitated 


l 
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Imitated from the Latin. 
COM and Leonil, who each might vie 
Wich beauty's goddeſs, wanted each an eye; 
Thine, lovely youth, to thy fair ſiſter give; 
Thus Venus ſhe - blind Cupid thou ſhalt live. 


On a ſevere and perpetual Meer 


ACK in his regal chair does fit, 
The ſubject club at Willis to rule; 
And is {o very much a wit, 
A little more wou'd make him fool. 
Both good and bad, both friend and foe, 
e: All equally his fatire ſtrikes ; 
No matter who receives the blow, 


If he the killing weapon likes, 


'Tis death to Fack an hour to waſte, 
And hear diſputes with reaſon clad ; 
Who thinks his ſerious, want a taſte, 


And all his grave companions mad, 


Wou'd he ſometimes his humour quit, 
Fack's myſtic character is ſuch, 
He wou'd be thought to have more wit 
Had he ſometimes but half as much. 
M m 
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On the South-Sea. 


HEN Daphne from her fond Apollo flew, 

Juſt where the nymph expir'd, a lawrel grew; 
While thus to pleaſe the god, the kindly maid, 
Her beauties vaniſh'd, left a cooling ſhade. 
Britain as fond, as fair an idol viewd, 
Saw with his paſſion, with his flame purſu d; 
Strove in her arms the phantom faſt to hold, . 
And graſp'd a ſhadow, which ſhe took for gold. 


Female Sadneſs. 


THAT ſpreads that gloom around the mourning fair, 
And gives Maria's heart that fix d deſpair ? 
When ſick, her chaplain told the wretched maid, 

Departed ſouls ne'er dreſt in rich brocade ; 

Had no ſoft couches, ſcreens, or downy beds, 

No ſparkling rubies, and no Mechlin heads : 
And ſadder yet, amongſt the fleeting ſhades, 
No evening balls, or midnight maſquerades ; 

The loſs of which, what female wou'd not grieve, 
The only heav'n terreſtrial maids believe. 

For bliſs, Maria has one only chance, 

If angels underſtand to dreſs, and dance. 


01 
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On an eminent modern preacher. 
H-TF--L D muſt needs to penitence excite, 


For ſee his ſcarff is rich, and gloves are white; 
Behold his notes difplay'd, his body rais'd ; 
With what a zeal he labours to be prais'd ! 
No ſtubborn finner able to withſtand 
The force and reas'ning of his wig and hand ; 
Much better pleas'd, ſo pious his intent, 
With five that ſigh, than fifty who repent. 
Touch'd with each weakneſs which he does arraign, 


With vanity, he talks againſt the vain ; 


With oſtentation does to meekneſs guide, 
Proud of his periods, levell'd againſt pride ; 
Ambitiouſly the love of glory flights, 


And damns that fame, for which he prates, and writes. 


On a cunning diſſembler. 
P?9 LLIO, who never acts by rule, 
| Both gold and wiſdom too diſdains; 
Seems only to be poor, and fool, 


And is the very thing he feigns. 


For wealth he never vex'd his head, 

And ſtudy ne er diſturb'd his thought; 
Without one book, profoundly read, | 
And rich, without one ſingle groa!. 

M m 2 
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Yet thus to merit fame he tries, 
And the gay mark has almoſt hit ; 
Wants nought but prudence to be wile, 
Nothing but ſenſe, to be a wit. 


On a court favourite. 


'T EN years at court Exdimion ſagely err d, 
And once each year had almoſt been preferr d; 
When will experience clear the fav'rite's ſight, 

And when his almoſt, be exchang'd for quite“ 
On airy hopes ſtill prompted to rely, 
Each morn he thanks his patron for a lie; 
Till now the naked wretch coy fortune woes 
In tatter'd velvet, and in gaping ſhoes ; 
With ſhadows cheated, and by phantoms led, 
Juſt at the point of glory - begs his bread ; 
Flies to a jail, where life's long journey ends, 


For greater freedom, and ſincerer friends. 


TMA gliding ſtream, how ſwift it flies! 
That bud - how ſoon it blooms, and dies! 

= Along the vale that ſhadow ſpread, 

= How fleet its wing - how quickly fled ! 


Mira, 


OxTIGTINAL Ports, &c. 
Mira, in theſe thyſelf behold, 


Tho' caſt in nature's faireſt mold; 

Yet think that beauty muſt decay; 

Thoſe eyes, the wonder of a day, 

Once loſe their pleaſing, heav'nly light, 
Their ſhafts leſs keen, and flame leſs bright,, 
No more obedient to thy will, 

Forget to charm, and ceaſe to kill. 

Time on thy cheek ſhall once conſume 

The lilly's white, and roſe's bloom; 

Their fragrance waſte, and pow'r deſtroy, 


And rob the world of half its joy. 


In Praiſe. 


RUE panegyrick ſhews like nuns profeſt, 
And underneath a veil ſtill pleaſes beſt ; 

But turns to ridicule, and low diſgrace, | 

When, hoyden like, it ſtares you in the face : 

Adjuſts your virtues like a bill of fare, 

And ſhews that worth, which ſhou'd be ſhadow'd, 

Daubs thick the paint, which nicely guided oer 

The canvas, touches, and affects us more; 

Praiſe, like the Parthian, whoſe unerring eye, 

Then aims the ſureſt; when he ſeems to fly. 
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On a dull Iawyer. Jo J. W. 
ACK follows law, as ſtars above 


Strive to o'ertake each other's fire, 
But at one diſtance always move, 


And ne'er will come one inch the nigher. 


With the ſame fruitleſs toil and ſpeed 


Jack after law does journeys make, 


Which fate and nature have decreed 


He ne'er ſhall reach, or overtake. 


On Demoſthenes. From the Greek. 
H' Mars but form'd his war-like arm as ſtrong 
As Pallas his victorious powerful tongue, 

Philip, whole legions Greece might then diſdain, 


Had led his troops to waſte her realms in vain. 


On the tomb of Virgil, near Naples, ſhaded with 


a lawrel. 


HEN facred Virgil wrote, by Rome admir'd, 
The poet ſung what Phebus firſt inſpir'd; 
To his lov'd duſt, in a ſmall urn confin'd, 

The fav'ring god does ſtill continue kind ; 

For ever freſh bids his own lawrel bloom, 

And throw its branches round the hallow'd tomb, 


Which 
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Which o'er the mournful marble kindly ſpread, 
His wreath alive, now ſhades his aſhes dead. 


On a bee ſtifled in honey. 


JROM flower to flower with eager pains, 
| See the bleſt buſy labourer fly ; 
| When all that from her toil ſhe gains, 
Is in the ſweets ſhe hoards, to die, 


Tis thus, wou'd man the truth believe, 
With life's ſoft ſweets - each fav'rite joy; 

If we taſte wiſely, they relieve, 

But if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 


Chuſing our bliſs (howe'er we boaſt | 
Our wit and ſenſe) we chuſe but ill; 

And pleaſures which we prize the moſt, 
Too oft are thoſe which ſureſt kill. 


The cure of Atheiſm. 


| iT I- DAL was modith, and ſincerely griey'd = 
At each dull wretch that heav'n or hell beliey'd | 
A fever ſeiz'd him, in the burning fit 
Mofes had ſenſe, and Paul his ſhare of wit: 
The next return more fully clear'd his eyes, 
Some ſaints were learned, and ſome prieſts were wiſe; 
Again 
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Again relapſing, his enlighten'd mind 

In faith grew vig'rous, as his ſtrength declin'd ; 
Scriptures and Creeds now both began to pleaſe, 
So good a caſuiſt is a ſound diſeaſe; 

Fully reclaim'd at laſt, and thinking right, 

His third kind ſickneſs cur'd the patient quite. 


On a modern Aſtronomer and Deiſt, who fix d 
the end of the world in 1737. 


JL HI - - - - NV with preſcience more profound, 
TT. With all his brother-wits contends ; 


Theſe, each aver the world 1s round, 


But - - - - - world has many ends. 


A war with heav'n before begun, 
Fach God-head he attacks by turns; 
He ſaves mankind without the Son, 
The earth without the Father burns. 


On an eminent general who never made a 
campaign. 
2 HRA O is brave - each chance of battle ſcans 
O'er his wiſe tea, at Button s, or at Man's: _ 
Reſolv'd to fight, and to procure a lance 
From Chari:g-Croſs to reach the foe in France. 
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Or elſe was certain cannons wou'd not hurt 
His eſſenc d limbs, or powder finge his ſhirt. 
But fince by hear-ſay the great warrior knows 
Bullets and bombs have no regard for beaus, 
Fly without pity - and as often hurt 

The colonel's ruffles, as the ſerjeant's ſhirt ; 
Let no pert chief abroad his caution blame, 

To fave his wig - who wou'd not loſe his fame ? 
The wreath of glory tho the chief may miſs, 
His limbs are ſound - a much more ſolid bliſs: 
Fame 1s a phantom, honour but a whim, 

And who, to gain a fame, wou'd loſe a limb ? 


On a Hebrew inſcription on a monument. 


HAT epitaph, if underſtood 
(Gracing the learn'd and letter” d wall) 
Muſt needs have ſomething in't that's good, 


For ſee - tis wrote in Hebrew all. 


Th' inſcription one, 5 one the dead, 


With equal piety commends ; 
Beginning there his praiſe to read, 
Juſt in the very place it ends. 


N n On 
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On a weeping widow in Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


EE Mira there, tho' mike grieve, 
O'er her dead lord, in tears of ſtone; 
The only tears, as ſome believe, 
She ever ſhed, his death to moan. 


The hard, hard rock, the relick ſtrains 
For drops, to ſuch affliction due; 
Tho Bird, and ſhe, with all their pains 


And art, can only ſqueeze out two. 


Yet the great queſtion to decide 
Does to ſome oracle belong; 

Whether ſhe weeps, her hero dy d 
So ſoon, or that he liv'd ſo long. 


On the monument of a beautiful lady. 
ALSE ſtone | that fair and fragrant bloom, 
. That virgin-cheek you boaſt to ſhew, 
Smiles not within that ſtately tomb, 
- Corruption only dwells below. 


The ſolemn grave where - - 74 - y ſleeps, 


Proud of its fad and facred truſt ; 
Within its manſions only keeps 


The crawling worm, and beauty's duſt. 
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On the ſame. 
E proud aſpiring columns, ceaſe 
To calm the real mourner's ſmart ; 
In vain the Parian arch , to caſe 


The penſive cheek, or throbbing heart. 


Whoe'er inſpir'd with real woe, 

| To the lov'd grave reveals his moan; 
| Thinks only of the duſt below, 
1 pious dead - and not the ſtone. 


On the effigies of King William in wax-work, in 


Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


HAT hero that, with lace ſo white, 
And ruffles of the fineſt flax ? 
For wiſdom prais d, renown'd in fight; 


Tis great Maſſau in mimic wax. 


To live a warrior, or a king, 


Who then wou'd break one moment's reſt ? 


To be at laſt that baby thing, 
Expos d for three pence in a chelt ! 
To majeſty what fame is due, 


All loyal Britons hence may gueſs; 
The lions for a groat we view, 


Their maſters, for a penny lels ? 
Nn 2 
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On the ſtatues at Ludgate, new gilt by 
Alderman - r. 


EH OLD three kings with B-- - - 7's gold made fine, 
Their crowns how rich | how gay their truncheons 


[ ſhine! 


Yet ſtill more fair one figure wou'd have ſtood, 
Had pious James been there inſtead of Lud; 


Fools then had lik'd the fool, ſet up by knaves. 


On a fick lady at court. 


EE Claudia faints, her ſervants fly, 
And in a fright the doctor call ; 
Ah, Sir, ſays Claudia, muſt I die, 
And leave the world - fo near a ball ! 


Beſide, my honour 1s at ſtake 

A few weeks more my life to guard ; 
J have five viſits now to make, 

And who in debt can die prepar'd ? 
'Tis plain, Sir Hans, I wanted grace, 

To thoughtleſs maids in vain ſupply d, 
Not once to wear this lovely lace, 


This head at court, before I dy'd. 


Ao 
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With ev'ry other joy and bliſs, 
Frail life affords, I freely part; 

But raviſh'd from a ſuit like this ! 
There tis, oh death ! I feel thy dart. 


The Cambrick bought, the Bruſſels giv'n, 
And nicely finiſh'd to my mind; 
Twou'd vex a faint to go to heav'n, 
And leave ſo dear a dreſs behind. 


8 On a Builder. 
ATHILLUS builds; and from himſelf alone, 
So frugal in his coſt, has all the ſtone, 

But found that quarry, when it was too late, 
Which rais d his houſe, had buried his eftate ; 
Some farm's fad ſepulchre each coſtly room, 
Each pit he dug, ſome manour's fatal tomb. 


On a late Prediction. 
REPARE! next Thurſday all muſt die; 


55 7, tis fad nature's doom; 


That a new orb may take its room. 
The day arrives - and now tis o'er, 

For the dire comet that ſhou'd waſte 
The earth, ſent word the night before 

Tt could not travel down fo faſt. 


Ox 
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O'er rocks and mountains to prevail, 
And wide the ruin to inſpire 3 

Tho' hot and glowing in its tail, 
That it ſtill lack d a world of fire! 


On a Shadow. 


HE ſun now clear, ſerene the golden ſkies, 
Where'er you go, as faſt the ſhadow flies; 
A cloud ſucceeds - the ſun-ſhine now is Oer, 
The fleeting phantom fled, is ſeen no more. 
With your bright day its progreſs too does end ; 


See here, vain man, the picture of your friend 


On a perſon who complai id he was injur'd by a 
modern ſatiriſt. 


() F general fools alone thy muſe does ſing ; 
He makes the ſatire, who applies the ſting : 
If againſt Atheiſts thou haſt turn'd thy wit, 
And Carus is an Atheiſt - he is hit. 

Why ſhou'd he own the picture, yet refuſe 

For. drawing it ſo right, the honeſt muſe? 

He ſees the features juſt, the likeneſs true, 

Yet blames the pen which ſo exactly drew: 

With honour if thou wou'd{t thyſelf acquit, 
Diſdain the crime, or elſe excuſe the wit. 
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On a prime miniſter in a fit of the ſtone. 
O then the fav'rites of the ſky 

With us lament, like us complain ? 
When death approaches, muſt they die, 


Suffer our pangs, and feel our pain? 


Have purple, titles, birth, nor fame 
E-- privilege from woes to ſave? 
Does greatneſs no exemption claim, 
From fighs, or honours from a grave ? 
On the rich couch, or royal bed, 
Fear the fad wretch himſelf deplore ; 
His hands to heav'n in torture ſpread, 
Wiſhing life's anxious race was o'er. 
The monarch's bliſs no more proclaim, 
His pomp beheld, his pangs unknown ; 
Since ſorrow often dwells with fame, 
Remorſe and ſadneſs near a throne. 
The wretched heirs of earthly pow'r, 
We view with ev'ry ill perplext ; 
And thoſe we envy'd the laſt hour, 


We pity, or we weep, the next. 


On 
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On the Duke of Newcaſtle, being made a Knizht 
of the Garter. 


HY birth and titles both diſdain, 
Which oft by fate the worthleſs ſhare ; 
Paternal arms, and creſts are vain 


To ſhew Mewcaſtles fame more fair. 


That circle blazing from afar, 
= Thy own great virtues make more bright ; 
And tho' the monarch gives the ſtar, 

The patriot fills it up with light. 


{o the author of the Moral Philoſopher. 
ROM other quacks if you receive a pill, 
It's kind, and does but half the patient kill ; 

M - rg - is preſcriptions have much more to do, 
Which murder both the ſoul and body too. 
Whate'er he dictates, works by myſtic ways, 
Like maggots, firſt corrupts, and then deſtroys ; 
It cuts down all it meets, both branch and root, 
The ſick and found, and kills and damns to-boot. 
If then you prize falvation, ſhun his quill, 
Or if you value life, avoid his pill; 
Whole diff rent ways in various pow'rs excel, 


Theſe ſend you to the grave, and thoſe to hell. 
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How ſure is death where he his art employs, 
Since thoſe his phyſic ſpares, his pen deſtroys ? 
Satan muſt weep to view his triumphs end, 
When M - 7g -n dies, his beſt and ſureſt friend ; 
Who chuſes in dull blaſphemy to deal, 


Rather than ſtarve each day, and want a meal. 


On a worthy Patron. 


HE gifts the muſe bequeaths are ſmall and ſlow, 
When you are kind, ah, let not your's be ſo; 


If ſhe has err'd, impoſe a penance fit, 

And ſhun that rock on which the bard has ſplit: 

If worthy of your ſmiles, the gifts you ſend 

Be large and quick - for thus you ſhame your friend; 
Convince him that you hate his niggard way, : 
To write ſo ſeldom, and ſo little ſay. 
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An innocent offence. 


VE L I 4, that fair and faultleſs _— | | f 
Before ſhe wedded, doom d to breed; 
In ſighs her cruel ſtars does blame, 

Who without her, the ſin decreed. 


O o : — ift 
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If ſhe offends againſt her will, 
A'l learned moraliſts agree, 


Conſtrain'd, not chuſing to be ill, 
Tie heav'ns are more in fault than ſhe. 


Ciafte, injur'd nymph, thy griefs compoſe, 
Againſt the ſtars the law employ ; 
The ſtatute will oblige thy foes 


Who got the child, to keep the boy. 


On a contradj fory Writer. 
- RRIS, to ſhew his own ſuperior parts, 
Wrote againſt wiſdom, ſtudy, knowledge, arts; 
Each page that learning ſlights, with learning fills ; 
- The writer thus his own keen arrow kills. 


On a modern diſputant. 


7 ECIUS, when puzzled with a crabbed doubt, 
Conſults his ruby till, to find it out: 


To conquer Decius was an eaſy thing, 


But who cou'd ever yet confute his ring ? 
Unequal conflict, that we muſt ſubdue 

His head at once, and learned finger too 
Which oft is known its reaſons to diſplay, 
When Decius ſelf has nothing more to fay. 
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A jrievdly diſpute. 


IS Silvia thus to otrepbon aid, 
To ſooth the cares of life, 
None ever woe'd ſo fair a maid, 
Or choſe ſo fond a wife. 


His kindeſt love, the fair one ſwore 
Was to her virtues due ; 

He, if ſhe had two virtues more, 
Reply'd - ſhe wou'd have w/o. 


On a brave, but covetous general. 


HY narrow, or aſpiring thoughts throw by, 
Nor creep ſo humbly, while thou aim'ſt fo high; 


Brave! is the warrior's arm, his ſword is bold, 
But like thy falchion, do not graſp thy gold; 
Acting a hero's, and a coward's part, 

Abroad all ſoul, at home without a heart. 


On two ladies. 


N both their cheeks vermilion Pug, | 
With equal power attracts the eye; 
To one kind nature lends the red, 
Which one is forc'd to mix, or buy. 
Oo 2 
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Virtue on one the bluſh beſtows, 
Which captivates each yielding heart ; 
While one her charms and witchcraft owes 
To Gallia's waſh, and T- nt - ns art. 


True Nobility. 
TARCUS aſſerts his right a judge to fit 


Of books and men, of manners, and of wit. 
Is genius then to birth and fortune ty'd, | 
He the beſt critic who is beſt ally'd ? 
Does the nice gem, and brilliant's ſparkling light 
Enrich its lord with ſenſe, and thoughts as bright ? 
To both, the learned ſage's title hear, 
Noble himſelf, his father was a peer; 
With knowledge tho his head was never bleſt, 


Heav'n makes amends - he has it in his creſt. 


On the death of the late King. 


"Sans and peace reſtor d, each ſea his own, 
Europe's proud ſtates all bending to his throne ; 
Auſtria reduc'd and humbled - haughty Spain 


Forc'd to reſign her title to the main; 


Theria's power by her own forts enſlayv'd ; 


Philip repuls d, Gibraltar nobly ſav d; 
What 
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What cou'd he more ſollicit of the ſky ! 
- Juſt in the fulneſs of his fame, to die. 


Cockles. 


OME's flying troops no more Por ſenna blame, 
They but retire to give one ſoldier fame; 
Why ſhou'd whole legions thy weak pow'r withſtand, 
In battle check d by one victorious hand ? 


On a Coquet. From the French. 
'T HEN abſent, Flavia bears my loſs with pain; 
| When preſent, hears my paſſion with diſdain ; 
Does love or hatred ſway the fair one's mind, 
Say, is the nymph ſevere, or is ſhe kind? 
Ah, too ſevere - her eyes confeſs a woe, 
They cannot ſmile - to view her nr woes ĩ˙ 
Lamenting only, till I next return 
To give her joy - e how I mourn. 


On Fauſtina's ſinging. 


\WEET ſyren, did thy beauteous eye 
Pleaſe like thy voice, we all muſt die? 

But fate, in pity to our pains, 

Gave thee that look to break our chains; 


Hearing, 
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Hearing, we feel love's ſofteſt fires, 

But when we view, the flame expires ; 

Thy matchleſs pow'r the world muſt fear, 
Without beholding, cou'd we hear. 


On the preſent Criticks. 
S lead and feathers in the arrow's flight 
Take the ſame courſe, the heavy guides the light ; 
Their nature different, yet along the ſkies 
One cuts the track, thro' which the other flies; 
Let S - - 2 but open, all the yelping throng 
Confirm the ſeent, and follow right or wrong - 
From the old curr each puppy takes the hint, 
To damn, or like, whate'er they view in print. 
His thoughts ſome read at Button - others ſpell ; 
| To find who argues right, or reaſons well ; 
The bawling pack their father Rockwood rules, 


And one dull pedant makes a herd of fools. 


On Beauty. 
HILE Silvia at her glaſs her charms unfolds, 
And Phaon's eye a double form beholds ; 
What has the amorous youth, alas, ſurvey d, 
A ſhadow one - one ſoon to be a ſhade ? 
A real likeneſs the kind mirror ſhews, 
Herſelf that fleeting phantom that ſhe views. 
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A Ladys ſorrow. 


What ſadneſs does her ſoul invade! 
The parſon tells her, ghoſts below 
Wear neither Mechlin, nor brocade. 


To die, Miranda does not dread, 
That thought familiar to the fair ; 
From her rich ſuit, and birth-day head 
To part - that gives her heart deſpair. 


To the Duke of Newcaſtle. 


INCE heav'n aſſures us the delight to we 


Exceeds by far the pleaſure to receive ; 


To me, as oft as you your love expreſt, 
As often I contriv'd to make you bleſt. 


If then, my Lord, I find no other way 
Your goodneſs to return, and ſmiles repay ; 
I am content, ſince you are bleſt, and give, 
Still to oblige your Grace - and to receive. 


Female Happineſs. 
H O' yonder ſky, for ſuch a gueſt 
3 Has too much light, too ſtrong a day; 
| In heav'n yet S - F- rd might be bleſt, 
If angels at Quadrille cou'd play. 


"HAT ſwells Miranda's heart with woe, 


287 


T — 7 * — oy LITE = 
. — _ 8 _—_— — 8 . 

* — — ——— ——— ˖ — —— — — — — 
IV + 


288 Miſecllaneous Collection of 


Now wand'ring through Elizian bow rs, 
She feels a ſadneſs to ſurvive 

Her earthly bliſs, at modith hours, 

'The cards at three, the coach at five. 


Written under 4 piclure of Sir R. W. 


ALP-LE, or Tully, call him which you pleaſe, 
ach ſpoke with the ſame freedom, force, and caſe; 

The noble aim that fir d each god-like breaſt, 

To awe the bad, and to oblige the beſt ; 

In their lov'd country's cauſe alike they ſped ; 

One ſuffer'd for his virtue, t'other bled ; _ 

To make each patriots merits fairer ſhine, 


One had his S. F - n, one his Cataline. 


On a decayd Beauty. 
OILY I A, with ev'ry grace adorn'd 
When blooming, now in all her pride, 
Each fondeſt youth's addreſſes ſcorn'd, 
Who for her beauties ſigh'd, and dy d. 


When now arriv'd at fifty-nine, 
By turns love's gentle pow'r ſhe tries; 
And as ſhe finds her charms decline, 


She feels at once her paſſion riſe. 


Us 
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Thus elms, a hundred Winters told, 
Jjuſt as their branches now expire, 
Turn touchwood, doated, grey, and old, 
And kindling - at each ſpark take fire. 


On the Salique law. Mritten after the battle of 


Hockſted. 


HILE ſubtle France, by maxims of her own, 
Excludes each royal daughter from the throne ; 


England more courtly, in her Anna's reign 


Was proud. to boaſt, and wear a female chain ; 


And as her victor-troops in ev'ry field 


| Made Spain retire, and haughty Bourbon yield ; 
1 By ſix campaigns the vanquiſh'd monarch knew 
That ſex who cou'd not govern, cou d ſubdue. 


On a gentleman who marr! ed a thin conſumptroe 


lady. 


ITH a warm ſkeleton ſo near, 

And wedded to thy arms for life; 
When death arrives, it will appear 
Leſs dreadful, tis fo like thy wife. 


A Gale ſo thin, tho' all agree 
Had better much be let alone; ; 


Fleſh of thy fleſh ſhe cannot be, 


Who is made up of only bone. | 
P p On 
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On a bad Painter. 


ABIUS, you ſay, is much inclin d 
Each cheek with too much red to fill; 
His pieces only bluſh to find ö 
The painter drew their looks ſo ill. | 


A Fable. 

8 fluttering in a web, a fly wou' d fain 

Have gain'd her wing, and broke her filken chain, 
Her voice ſhe lifts in ſadneſs to the ſkies, 

The foe now near, and thus lamenting cries ; 

Thy pity to a wretch, kind ſtranger, lend; 

Thou too, e'er life's uncertain race ſhall end, 
May'ſt be what I am now, and want a friend. 


On a fine ſeat unfiniſb d. 
HEN Ilion roſe, to grace the fair deſign, 
| The walls were built by architects divine; 
Weptune and Phebus left their heav'nly bow'rs 
To arch the baſtions, and erect the tow'rs ; 
Cou'd Gallio hire his workmen from the ſkies, 
To its juſt height his dome might then ariſe ; 
By their aſſiſtance reach the upper floor, 


If gods wou'd work - for men will truſt no more. 
07 
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On a Devotee. 
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HILLIS, laſt night, was ſeen devout at Paul's / 


That night, the town had neither plays nor balls; 


No dame ſo conſtant to adore, and pray, 

The times ſhe cannot dance, or cannot play; 
An equal part each ſharing in her breaſt, 
Heav'n has one half, and Heyd - & - the reſt. 


An unequal match 


H O' Daphne, once a fair and mortal dame, 
1 Apollo wood, to quench a heav'nly flame 


Phoebus and L. tch - ere never ſure muſt wed, 


One riſing when the other goes to bed: 


The wedded pair muſt ſeldom taſte delight, 
Since L- tchm res morn wou'd be Apollo's night. 


Fable. 
T TNHAPPY Cremes, neighbour to a peer, 


— Kept half his ſheep, and fatted half his deer; 


Each day his gates deſtroy'd, and fences broke; 

And injur'd ſtill the more, the more he ſpoke : 

At laſt, reſolv'd his potent foe to awe, 

And guard his right by ſtatute, and by law ; 
Pp 2 
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A ſuit in Chancery the wretch begun, 


Nine happy Terms through bill and anſwer run, 
Obtain'd his cauſe - had coſts - and was undone. 


On the death of Lewis XIV. 


VE kings no more in ſcepters truſt, 
Your lives, like ours, a ſpan; 
See Bourbon's ſelf's cold lifeleſs duſt, 


That great, immortal man. 


Arches were turn'd, and columns rais'd, 

His glories to ſuſtain; 

His triumphs ſung, his virtues prais'd, 
Death anſwer'd - all was vain. 


The Eon dart unerring flew, 
Lanc'd from the fatal ſtring ; 
As if it ne'er had heard or knew, 


That Bourbon was a king. 


Contraria poſſunt eſſe in eodem ſubje Ts. 


HEN R - zc- iffe for his fooliſh maſter bled, 
VV To prove his love, he wiſely loft his head; 
But ſee the victim, various in his doom, 


His duſt in Britain ſcorn'd, ador'd at Rome; 
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His relicks ſome diſdain, and others prize; 

In diff rent realms, how fooliſh, and how wiſe? 
Traitor, and ſaint; ignoble, and divine; 

Who found a ſcaffold here - at Rome a ſhrine. 


70 M. D. 4 lady who never appear'd but at 
mght. | 


OMPONIA fearing that the ſun ad ſkies 
Might prove by day-light brighter than her eyes, 
That her ſole beauties might the ſhade adorn, 

Riſes each eve, and ſets again at morn ; 

While thus by turns they hold alternate ſway, 
She rules by night, and Phebus flames by day. 


On the death of the late Oueen. 
| OW ſoon frail Royalty is oer 
b That fame, deluded monarchs truſt ! 
| To day their greatneſs we adore, 
To morrow trample on their duſt. 
How near oblivion to renown, 
The end of glory to its bloom! 


The altar where ſhe took her crown, 
Cloſe to the ſpot that ſhews her tomb? 


Thus 
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Thus ſtate and majeſty are loſt, 


And death recruits its empty urns 
Thus the vain pomp the mighty boaſt, 


To filence, and to ſhade returns. 


On Beauty. 


* LF. fatal beauty, like the bee is found, 


Expiring on a late inflicted wound ; 


O'er her own victims too, ſhe breathleſs lies, 


And tho' ſhe often kills, as often dies. 


On the river Thames. 


IKE Britain's counſels thy fam' d waves appear, 


Silent and deep - both ſtrong, as well as clear; 


Gentle, if unreſtrain'd, but proud, like thoſe 


When Spain wou'd check, or France their force oppoſe; 
The dam to burſt, to bear the mound away, 


Rais d to divert thy ſtream, or current ſtay. 


On the greatneſs of Spain, occaſioned by the ſea i 


engagement near Sicily, in 1718. 
HIL IP all Europe might command, 
Cou'd he but two ſmall points obtain, 


Only ſome troops to fight by land, 
Only ſome ſhips to awe the main. 


Net 
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Yet proud of his ſuperior might, 
The pious king no rival fears ; 
His ſaints, inſtead of failors, fight, 

His martyrs ſerve for grenadiers. 


On a very unkind husband. 


JI 1 AMIL LO fare is wrong his ſpouſe to blame, 


And throw reproaches on her ſpotleſs fame ; 


A ſaunt'ring thing to call his virtuous wife, 

His age's burden - and a plague for life ; 

The needle, tho her hand does not delight, 

Her tongue works hard - and labours day and night; 
And if with ceaſeleſs toil one part ſhe ſtrains, 
No. matter which the part that takes the pains. 


On Spaniſh policy. 


5 IKE bottled ale thick Spaniſb counſels prove, 
4 Muddy below, and always froth above; 


In all her airy ſtratagems, we find 

Juſt the ſame bounces, emptineſs, and wind; 

The cork pull'd out, one ſpatters, foams, and flies, 
All rage and noiſe, the moment that it dies; 

The other, by their own hot ſpirits broke, 

| Begin in thunder, and ftill end in ſmoke. 
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On the dbath of the late king 


8 weſtern ſuns with milder rays, 


And fuller light, declining glow, 
Thy glory, with increaſe of days 
Augmenting ſtill, does fairer ſhew. 


of whoſe great worth, thy noble tide, 

Proud Thames, a mournful image lends ; : 
Which rolls more ſtrong, and ſpreads more wide, 
Juſt where thy ſtream and current ends. 


A Popiſh Virgin. 
RUSIL L A whores, then drops a | bead 


Devoutly to her queen of heav'n ; 
To Mary cries, a ſpotleſs maid 


Agen, now you and I are even. 


Confeſſion is Rome's German ball, 
= That ſcow'rs away each ſin and ſtain; 
The church's pill, that purges all, 


Vet never gives one patient pain. 


Shou'd ſhe forget, if kind once more, 
To hang her beads about her waſte, 
When next the veſtal plays the whore, 
She runs a riſk to be unchaſte. 
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On a rich lauer. 


HY is ſleck Aulus in ſo good a plight ? 
He neither works by day, nor pads by night ; 


To marry well was not his lucky fate, 


Nor cou'd his father leave him an eſtate ; 

He never took to gaming, or the way, 

And yet how rich his coach, his train how gay ? 
To heap up wealth, in other arts he deals, 

Tho' not with guns, in all good commonweals, 
The ſtate allows to rob - with wax and ſeals. 


On a homely lady who ſung well, 


IS well, while we thy melting muſick hear, 
That all our ſenſes crowd into our ear; 


As we attend, had we a power to view, 

Thy harmony muſt fewer hearts ſubdue ; 

| Thy friendly looks unbind each fetter'd . 

And thoſe thy voice wou'd kill, thy features ſave. 


On Alexander the Great. 


'HILE the young Greek, too fond of fame, 
Conſults the Lybian ſhrine, 

To footh his pride, an anſwer came, 

His parent was divine. 


29 Death 
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Death ſent an arrow forth to prove, 


That fate his birth bely'd; 
And tho' he liv'd the ſon of Jove, 
Yet Philip's ſon he dy d. 


On an indolent lady. 


NAN Mævia talk - nor for her fafety fear? 
\ A She wou'd be gay - but then it coſts too dear. 
Since heav'n, to nymphs too cruel, has thought fit 
That folks muſt breathe, or cannot ſhew their wit; 


Chuſing in Glence rather to decay, 
Than ſpeak, and waſte her tender ſelf away. 


On a difficult friend. 


* LIUS you hate, his virtues I commend, 
— Tho' ſcorn'd by you, to me an upright friend; 
For this your ſmiles and favours you abate, 
Becauſe we do not love alike, and hate; 
But ſure, in juſtice, if my friend you flight, 
To love your foe I have as good a right; 

In one fair equal law we ſhou'd agree, 
Which binds us both alike, or ſets us free; 
Unfair, upon my neck to fix the chain 


Which you refuſe, becauſe it gives you pain: 


+2 
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Silius, Tl hate your foe, that does offend, 


If, in return, you'd love him as my friend. 


On a religious Painter. 
AU L pondering well what Maſes taught, 
His facred precepts highly priz'd ; 
And by the prophet's threatnings aw'd, 
Still painted juſt as he advis'd. 


Let not, ſays he, yourſelves to pleaſe, 
Your thought an idol image feign 
Of things that fill the earth, or ſeas, 


That wing the air, or croud the main. 


Paulus obeys - and as he tries 
The likeneſs on his cloth to ſtrike, 
Of beaſt, and fiſh, and fowl, your eyes 


Can trace in nature nothing ile. 


On the Britiſh blunderers, 1736. 
N diſtant worlds Britannia's power rever'd, 
Her friendſhip courted, and her navies fear d; 
To Europe's threaten'd Rates her fame a guard, 
Secure her freedom, yet her treaſures ſpar'd ; 
Peace to the Po and to the Rhine reſtor'd, 
Each ſtream oblig'd to own its ancient lord ; 
G France 
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France baffled, Liſbon fav'd, our credit high; 
Trade ſpreading its rich fails through ev'ry ſky ? 
Her plunder to reſign Madrid conſtrain'd, 
And triumphs without war or blood-ſhed gain'd ! 
Ye Britiſh drones! ye blunderers profeſt, 
Still blunder on - to make us ſtill more bleſt ; 
Such wholſome ſchemes if dulneſs can deviſe, 
Who wou'd be arch with Trott, with Danvers wiſe ? 
In parts excel, or policy advance, 
Since wiſdom thus is oft outdone by chance. 


Azaimſt the fear of death. 
F death, when diftant, ſhakes thy heart, 
Or with fad forrow fills thy eye, 
"Twill take each terror from his dart, 
To know that R - chmond once : ſhall die. 


That nations with a general tear 
Shall Carolina ſoon deplore ; 
By heav'n belov'd, to Britain dear, 
That George one day ſhall be no more. 


On an aſſembly kept by a Peer. 


\OU' D the great ſhades of Britiſh knights 
Have thought their ſons wou'd cer conſpire, 


= Fer balls, and bawdy maſks a-nights, 
L | To let their rooms of ſtate to hire? 
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While at the door a Garter ſtands, 
(Well known to all the ſtated price) 

And bowing to his gueſts, demands 
His uſual fee - for box and dice. 


Shame to the fire, from whence he drew 
His tainted blood, his arms, and creſt; 

He takes one half of what is due 
For cards - and gives his page the reſt. 


DS Fadem ſequitur tellur e 4 epoſios . Virg. 


OR ev'ry ſcene we lik'd above, 

1 paſſion after death we ſhare; 
The ſwain ſtill panting for his grove, 
And for her lov'd Quadrille the fair. 
If gay aſſemblies did delight 
The nymph's tranſported heart before ; 
Her ſhade will leave its bliſs each mit, 
To hover round a mattadore. 


What was on earth to Mira dear, 

Shall ſtill be pleaſing to the fair; 
Her lark, or dove, her ſpouſe, or peer, 
The church, or ball, picquet, or pray'r. 
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By death from ev'ry ſorrow freed, 
Which wretched maids in life purſue, 
The Fates wou'd be her friends indeed, 


Were Mira's linnet happy too. 


On a thief and a friar. 
Thief to the gibbet who lately was brought, 
By a friar was aſk'd to acknowledge his fault; 
How oft he had robb'd, and where acted amiſs, 
That his ſoul, when abſolv'd, might be certain of bliſs ! 


Away, fays the felon, in peace let me die, 


For thou haſt more need of forgiveneſs than I; 
When I pilfer, the ſtatute takes hold of the flaw, 
But thou art a thief without dread of the law ; 

If thy trade is honeſt, then my trade is fair, 

One robs with a piſtol - and one with a pray'r ; 
With your maſſes and dirges a guinea a time, 
Who can pick twenty pockets without any crime; 
Can enter a cloſet, or empty a purſe, 

Which each fool muſt ſurrender - in fear of a curſe ; 
Thus the ſtatute you break, but the jury defy, 

And thrive by thoſe cheats for which better folks die; 
If the law was more juſt to each diſſolute gang, 


More thieves wou'd be ſpar d, and more friars wou'd hang; 


Both guilty alike, thou woudf ſwing by my fide ; 
And the rope round thy waſte, round thy neck wou'd be ty'd. | 
22 
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On Fog' Journal. 


HEN father Mi expir'd, the Fates decreed 
A Fog ſhou d riſe, and his loſt ſire ſucceed; 
Whoſe gloomy brow paternal darkneſs ſhrowds, 


Sprung from a vapour, and begot on clouds. 


Ar 7yburn thus when Blewet met his doom, 
A race of Blewets left, ſupply'd his room ; 
The jury may convict, and ſtatute hang; 
But vain their pow'r to break th' immortal gang; 
Heirs to each dying hero Hounſlow breeds, 
And knight to knight, and pad to pad ſucceeds ; 
The gibbet for a month the common clears, 
But then, the fire tuck d up, the ſon appears; 
Round the ſtage-coach as buſy, brave, and bold, 
Till the young thief in fame exceeds the old. 


Caleb's complaint, or the patriot in diftireſs ; oc- 
caſion'd by the proſpect of the peace in 1736. 


O Fog, fays Danvers, deareſt friend, 


1 Is any thing a worſe diſaſter 
Than that the realms we ſtrive to mend, 


Each week ſhou'd only fin the faſter ? 


— - — ——— | BY ” = . * by —_ 
— — — — — = - 7 I a F — — . 


— - A” — 


_ — — — 
9 0 bh 3 
- » — — — 2 * 3 2 — SW. _ 
- CRE Oe — 2 2 4 - * — 1 ä — 2 * 2 — . * 
* — — — — ak ad aw Ar: << — 7 - — 7 3 828 5 * 
— — — = - - — — = — * OY —_ 
- — _ * . - — —— 4 5 %. w— 
” * 2 on 23g — Ane"<—=" l = — — . I EEE REES - "> 
5 — : —. a — SS. SOA : — 
— — — 
yy PR. - =" I — — — 
— — — - — = 


— — 
—— 


. 
* r 
<7 Evo ER _—— 3 
& R — — 8 2 2 
— -. —_— er — 
— — — _ = ” 
— CD - 
- _ - 


DIL (+ 6 
bs 
k 5 
7 
15 
- 4 
35 7 
io u3 
5. 

1 


— 
— 


* — — > Dn Jour 
: =Iz : 2 — — * = - = = : b — — — — 
— —_— - > —— — — _ TS - * — — 2 en —ͤ—ͤ— 3 22 — - 
- Is 1 — _ Gn Ss WI — 8 — 1 E _ Þ —— ow 8 Fe 
- nm DS a — = A _ = TRI . __Ccdb—— wc tcaxkqcncwnk= ; = == — — — 2 —— — 
— 3 — — = r FER : : = — : —— — . — - - = — — — — 
— — — —— —̃—— — — _—_— —— : —— - — — — : 2 3 2 — — — — > : ny 2 * 
, rt EM _—— ——-ꝛ— : ä — 2 — — — a _ — — ä — — — — — — — . — 2 : 2 : 8 <4 : F — 2 
— — — — — — — — = — . LE 2 r —— ** x = — — 2, a if — —e— 4 _ 5 no oe mh nad A — ———— ——— — = X43 =. tho" — — 8 5 — — — 2 — . I — — * _ — — = — y 
2 2 — 8 > — — — . a * bk — 2 = —_— = 8 a < 2 — — 8 cies w — 5 of 
LE . — 1 — — er 2-4 - i — c - a g % 5 — — a — 4 enn — LI RE 1 EL — — — —Y — r == —_— — 2] ” . — — x Y 1 _ : & 
= _ 2 2 n < — — 22 2 = l " = : 2 — — — - — 2 - - « — xg YE. 6 by — — a; - 
0 0 - — W 1 — A —— 4 & — I - — -- —ů ä — - wh 2 2 — my >= oO == eo — >. - > r : z — 2 — — — — 3 nate = - 2 a INS 
= — — e —. — — L - 3 . — — : —— — NE — — — 2 — > = » — — — — 3 3 <7 —— —— 2 es — - —— —— — nw. = 
— ———— ere Fa — — — 1 — . . . k - — — — — — - — - — — _ _ — — — ea — — — > — —— = == — — — — — — — — — — <= RM 4 
— . — — — : = ES — —— — — 6 > —— — — —— — — —— 2 — — — = * — - — — — — —— — — — — — — — — — tt » ———— —⅛ — — 8 5 — 33323 —— 
— Bl — ” 22 — * —— = — — - == — — > Es - — — > 2 — — — — — — — — mg noe — — — ——— — 
= 2 Re WE JO = 8 ” —— ä — — — — — —— UyTͤ——ꝶ— — — ——ä— — p - — — — —— : 
> 2 - = — — . * — 8 2 88 4 7 5 - - - - 2 - N 
— oe — _ Ss, — 0 IEP. "i : Ow 8 *r W — a.” © y l : 
* IM — * 2 3 88 PF 8 * 8 1 5 w n - — 
Bo = th X 2 P . 2 — 1 * er- 1 — > 


——— 
— 


— — — 
5 —— 
— 
— 3 - 
3; 


304 Miſcellaneous Colleftion rf 


We warn poor Britain of her fate, 


Point out what ways alone can fave her ; 
Who ner will learn, till tis too late, 


What arts are practis'd to enſlave her. 


Advis'd ſo often to rebel, 

ohe {till her faith and duty prizes; 
In ſpite of all the tales we tell 

Olf armies, {lav'ry, and exciſes. 


The realm has got her wits agen, 
And ev'ry hopeful plot miſcarries : 
Tho' plann'd and manag'd by the pen 
Of our beſt friends - our Wills and Harries. 


What tricks have Trott and Raleigh try'd 
With mimic ſorrow, feign'd grimaces ; 
Each rival in each ſheet bely'd, 
To blaſt their fame, then fill their places. 
Britain, in vengeance will be wiſe, 
Still the ſame ſtubborn thing we find her; 
Reſolv'd, unkindly, to have eyes, 
Tho' we have us'd all arts to blind her. 


Too cautious you or me to truſt, 
Tho' fair and ſpecious our pretences ; 
| Whene'er we vow our knaves are juſt, 


Or that our fools have all their ſenſes. 


Backward 
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Backward ſhe reads poor Hall's deſigns, 


Like witches prayers, or Hebrew pages ; 


Swears to that king his heart inclines, 
Againſt whoſe right his journal rages. 


Ah, what avail our well-wrought ſchemes, 
Which Daw! - y has ſo long been boaſting ; 
Bought up with 7 - /Bor's myſtic dreams, 
To guard and fave Sir-loins when roaſting ? 
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Ah, why will folks ſo long perſiſt 
In folly, which their name diſgraces; 
Or dream that 7 - hole wou'd be miſs d, 
Cou'd you and 1 enjoy his places ? 


George then ſhou'd be a prudent king, 


We'd own it gravely without joaking, 
And taxes no ſuch frightful thing 
Paid to the crown for wine, and ſmoaking. 


But ah! what ſtratagem, or art, 


What dreams haſt thou, dear Fog, in keeping, 
To ſwell with grief each fooliſh heart, 
And ſet all Britiſh eyes a weeping ? 


Tell folks to kindle feuds and | jars, 
And with dire ſtatutes to affright em, 
Sir R - Bert means to tax the ſtars 
Next Spring, that to the play-houſe light em. 
R r New 
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New lengths of witty fiction run, 
To give each ſubject's faith a trial; 
And ſwear each man muſt hire the ſun, 


Or not have leave to keep a dial. | 


Let's then rail on, whoever fears, 


Gainſt duty, conſcience, oaths, and reaſon ; 


Frank] - u ſtill ready with his ears, 


Tho' you and I commit the treaſon. 


Whene'er we pleaſe, our dext'rous pen, 
Which England's quiet always prizes, 
Can ſoon inſpire new mobs agen, 
Only by threatning new Exciſes, 


Ah ! what muſt needy Craftſmen do 
For Summer's ſuits and frize in Winter ; 
Tf fraud will not their ſtock renew, 


And weekly ſcandal pay the printer? 


Let Britain then not ſcorn our powers, 


Which in her ſchemes may once defeat her; 


Her knaves and fools have long been ours, 
Let V- Jpole ſhew his numbers greater. 
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Prologue 


Prologue to the Opera of Roſamond, afled by 
ſome young gentlemen at Hackney. 7 


ORGIVE the muſe. who hopes 

3 genres s diſtreſs, ee No, 9 9 5 
eg 3 1 preſenting to your view 
e a w ich Addiſon's nice fancy drew; 
3 er fount, cool bow'r, and arching had 
nw ” _ hapleſs love, immortal made; 25 
Vhich ſtill awakening ev'ry tender fear, | 
No lover's eye ſhall view without a tea ; 
£ each ſad moving ſcene, with pity "ih 
= helpleſs victim, and the raging queen ; 
= fatal the effect of looſe deſires, 5 

at rage, how keen, which Lighted love inſpires 


YET: | 
Enron can hear the weeping fair complain, 
der _— nor partake her pain? | 
OY 15 ory of their paſſion read, 
3 1 a os me his miſtreſs bleed ? 
his heart might go aſtray 
= 2 - where ſuch beauty te the a [ 
ard with virtue the ſoft ſoul to arm f 


Where 
ere eyes like her's, had leave to look and charm ? 
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How well we act our parts, will hence appear, 


We'll gueſs you pleas'd, if you vouchſafe a tear; 


Your ſatisfaction here your grief will ſhew, 
And all your pleaſure only ſpring from woe; 
No paſſion elſe your boſom now ſhou'd ſtrike, 


For if you ſmile - tis plain you cannot like. 


To make kind huſbands tho our Opera ſtrives, 


Which muſt endear it to all Britiſh wives ; 


Beauty, when bleeding by a jealous hand, 


Tho not quite guiltleſs, muſt a figh demand; 


A rival's glowing rage, which half ſubdues ; 


Her foe half pardon'd, as her charms ſhe views; 


Whoſe looks, tho hateful to her tortur'd eye, 
"Tis yet with pain ſhe ſees her drink - and die. 
Strange! by your tears our joy ſhou d be increas d, 


| Weep then, for thus we know you muſt be pleas'd. 


Epilogue to the Opera of Roſamond, atffed by 
ſome young gentlemen at Hackney. : 


Spoken by Queen Eleanor. 


Y paſſion now is o'er, and grown more mild, 


My ſpouſe and I again are reconcil'd ! 


Kind to each other, and as tender hearted 


As if we never had been foes - and parted. 
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Too roughly tho my rage ] late expreſt, 
You ſee I kill'd my rival but in jeſt; 
By a ſhort penance, forc'd her to atone 


For keeping me ſo oft whole nights alone. 


Yer if all Miſſes thus were ſerv d, I fear 
'Twou'd raiſe their price, and make our poiſons dear; 
Our ſhops wou'd be half empty'd, for each fault 
Were each young Roſamond to take a draught ; 
Were all to taſte, and 2his, and this, and that, 
'Twou'd coſt a guinea to deſtroy a rat; 


= And the fair wantons at one maſk enroll'd, 


Wou'd make our opium dearer than our gold. 


Injur'D ſo long - my falſe dear Harry fled, 
From theſe chaſte arms, to fill a lawleſs bed ; 
What cou'd a Queen, what leſs a woman do, 
Than fright the gypſy for an hour or two! 
A few cold qualms the bowl and dagger lent, 
Tho', in the main, you find no harm was meant; 
Forc'd for her tricks with ghoſts a while to dwell, 
dhe ſoon reviv'd from death - and all was well. 


Ir in the proceſs then you find a flaw, 
Twas equity, I hope, tho 'twas not law; 
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""- IS ove decrees our bliſs or woe, 


Who ſhakes the world, and who ſuſtains ; 
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Some penance ſure to that proud beauty due, 
Which kept me long a wife, and widow too 

A bride indeed, without a bridal bed, 

And clad in mourning, e'er my ſpouſe was dead. 


An, wou all Britiſb wives but once agree 
To treat their Huſbands thus, and a& like me ; 
Send all their doxies to religious houſes, 


We all might hope to have much kinder ſpouſes; 


Leſs feuds, and much more love about the town ; 


And honeſt wives, like me, might then go down ? 


From the Greek of an uncertain author. 
Guides each event we mark below ; 


And blends together ſmiles and pains! 
Man, the thin ſhadow of an hour, 

May prize his ſenſe, or boaſt his pow'r ; 
But as the gods approve, or hate, 
Wretched, or bleſt, ſhall find his fate; 
In ſorrows whelm'd - or to renown 


Advanc'd, as they are pleas'd, or frown. 


Vr tho' the heav'ns our lot ordain, 


So falſe our hope - our ſchemes ſo vain ; 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms, Oc. 


Each hour of life weak man employs 
In the wild chace of airy joys, 

Kept by our hopes a-while in view, 
Which fly as faſt as we purſue. 


Sou their own fancy'd bliſs create; 
If miſs d, they charge the loſs on fate; 
| Placing before their giddy fight 

Each fairy image of delight ; 
Fame, wealth - their certain lot, before 
This Autumn, or the next are oer; 
Each object to their wiſhes dear, 
They ſeldom reach - tho' always near. 


r For honour one on heav'n relies, 
But Cer the wreath is wore, he dies. 
Another, fond of facred gain, 

| Unfurls his fail, and tempts the main; 
But in thoſe treach'rous ſeas, which gave 
His parents wealth, ſoon meets a grave 
While ſome, ſubdu'd by anxious Care, 


By meagre want, and ſtill deſpair, 
Without a joy, without a friend, 


Chuſe life's ſad ſcene by death to end. 
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VIE wretched man in ev ry ſtate, 
His joys how few; how moan'd his fate; 
Sigh follows ſigh, till life is paſt, 

And death in pity draws the laſt. 

Since then thoſe gloomy paths we tread, 
Which, hedg'd with cares, to ſorrow lead; 
Let us no fancy d woes create, 

To ſwell the ſum we bear from fate; 
Add to thoſe wretched pangs and pains 
Weak man already ſcarce ſuſtains. 


Men and Manners charaferir d. Bring an 
imitation of Horace. Lib. ii. Ode 16. 


This Ode was lately imitated under the ſame. title, 1 
znto a libel againſt the | government by. a Scotch P * f. 4 


O R 2 penſions, ribbons, pow r, and Place, 
Sad gloomy patriots in diſgrace, 
Wiſh all the night, figh all the day, 
In hopes to come once more in play. 
With envious looks they view from far 
Gr - ft - ns gold key, and R- chmond's ſtar ; 
* Olium dives rogat in Aue 
Prenſus ægæo, ſimul atra nubes 


Condidit lunam, neque certa fulgent 
Sidera nautis. 


While 


ORIGINAL PoEMs, &c. 
While H- I - ſtaff, and Walp - leè's cheſt, 
Take from each eye its needful reſt. 
Each morn at $7 - w the grumblers theme, 
At Tw - ck n ev'ry night their dream; 
Which Lite- n from ſlumbers keep, 
And rob the joyleſs ſage of ſleep ; 
Give him, in verſe, the realm, to guide, 
In courts, or councils to preſide ; 
In Britain's ſchemes you'll find no flaw, 
And Sr - uge ſhall underſtand the law; 
Y - rk ſhall be learn'd, and H- ddoch brave, 
Nor armies fright, nor camps enſlave; 
Good P - pe ſhall H- rv - y's merit ſing, 
And George be deem'd a lawful king. 
In Orff - w's learned chair to fit 
P. - - bends all his * furious wit; 
Empties his quiver ev ry hour 
At fools in place, and knaves in pow'r; 
From Parthia's bow the arrow caſt, 
Nor wounds ſo deep, nor flies ſo faſt; 
Each is a coxcomb in his liſt 


Who fills the poſts which he has miſt ; 


* Otium bell furioſa Thrace : 
Otum Medi pharetra decori, 
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And never can be juſt, - or wiſe 


Till courtiers fink, and patriots rife. 


While plots miſcarry, placemen thrive, 
Can Harry take his nap at five? 
Sooth the dire cares his ſoul that vex, 


N That James is not, and George is Rex. 

f (An equal friend by turns to both, 

| Since each by turns have had his oath) 

| Oppiates in vain learn d Mead ſupplies 

To cloſe the fretting ſtateſman's eyes; 5 


Quite reſtleſs in his eaſy chair, 
\ While Houghton's turrets look ſo fair; 
[ While his dear ſov'reign is miſled, „ 
And R ert ſtill enjoys his head; 2 
| Whoſe glories all his griefs ſupply, 
Panting for pow r he cannot buy. 
To * patriots never to be ſold 
For M- 14 - h's gems, or B- df - ds gold; 
Fach purſe too light, each bribe too low 
To raiſe a Solon, nurs d at Sr, - w;. 
Tho' B - 7 muſes in its glades, 
And P - 7, full oft frequents its ſhades, 
Suppoſe, to feaſt in greater ſtate, 


You din'd each day, and ſupp'd on plate ; 


Groſphe non gemmis, neque purpura, * venale, nec auro. 
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That India's art, and Bruſſels looms 
Join'd to adorn your coſtly rooms; 

That Scawen's your rich grott excels 

In ſtones, in coral, and in ſhells ; 

Your lawns with deer as num'rous ſpread, 
From your own hand each morning fed ; 
Soft fountains lulling you to ſleep, 

Your ſprings as clear, your ponds as deep; 
Add, if you pleaſe, your bliſs to fix, 
Four ſlaves behind your chaiſe and ſix; 
Will a rich * coach and Flanders mares, 
Diſpel its wretched maſter's cares? 
Which on the guilty ſtateſman reſt, 

The monarch's crown, and hero's creſt ; 
That bid em ev'ry joy difown, 

And turn their pillows into ſtone. 


Can wealth then ſooth the tortur'd ſoul ? 
All Or - ud loſt, or Ch - rtres ſtole ? 
The traitor's ſecret fears reſtrain, 
Remove a pang, or eaſe a pain; 
Kill but one woe in Gracchus breaſt, 
Or give the impious madman reſt ? 


* Non enim gaze, neque conſularis 
Summovet liftor miſeros tumultus 
Mentis, et curas f laqueata circum 
Tec la volantes. 
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His country ſold, his king betray'd, 
Of his own heart each hour afraid, 

For ſtriking weekly at a throne, 

And at that head which ſav'd his own. 
Ah, Viſcount! hadſt thou liv'd content 
Wich thy own farms, and * father's rent; 
No woods cut down, or manours fold 
To ſup on plate, and drink in gold; 
Hadſt thou each frugal ſober day 
Call'd for more Port, and leſs Tokay 3 - 

On one kind 22 pleas'd to fix, 

Or paid but two, inſtead of fix ; 
Foe to that pomp which title brings, 
And meddled leſs with courts and kings ; 

Hadſt thou from ſpleen in time forbore, 
Wrote leſs, and thought a little more; 

How much it coſts the Dome to raiſe, 
When ſold, how ſmall the ſum it pays; 
Nor, raviſh'd with an empty name, 
Before thy eaſe, prefer d thy fame; 

No + judgments hanging o'er thy head, 
Had fill'd thy ſoul with nightly dread, 


Hivilur parvo bene, cui paternum 

Splendet in menſa tenui ſalinum : 

Nec leves ſonmos | timor, aut cupida 
Sordidus aufert, 


Forc'd 
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Forc'd thee thy native ſoil to quit, 

Purſu'd by fear undone by wit. 

| Soft ſcenes of reſt thou wouldſt have thought 
With want of titles, cheaply bought ; 

A chearful ſoul a better gift, 

Than all the praiſe of P- pe or Sw - ft; 
A little now, a better thing 

Than twice as much - when James was king. 
Shall then a Fleetftreet Journal awe 

The court, the king, the tate, the law? 
For Britain's good each week that lies, 

Its truths ſmooth falſhoods in diſguiſe ; 

| Shall prating puny * Amb - ft think 

To daub the throne with dirty ink ; 
Unman the army, and the fleet, 

With a pert jeſt, or penny ſheet? 

Help'd by a ftring of ftrolling wits, 

C - u to mount where / - - le its: 
Sooner by rhime ſhall G/ - vr thrive, 
And Wyhiteb- d Shakefpear's ftrain revive ; 
Gay whiffling S- 7b - pe prove too ſtrong 
For Hoadl - y's reaſons, in a ſong ; 


In ſchemes pert. 1E ſucceed, 
And Gib u vote for WW, hitf; - Jabs creed, 


Quid brevi * fortes jaculamur Py 
Mul;a quid terras alio calentes 
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Than . de ſhall fear, or M- rris ſhrink 
At P - e's lampoon, or Sz. F - Hs ink. 
From * clime to clime in vain he runs, 

To mend his heart, or {cape his duns; 
Who finds, where'er he ſhifts his ſeat, 

His ſoul as falſe, his dread as great ; 

At Rome, at Paris, at Oftend, 

Virtue's ſworn foe, and faction's friend. 
In vain the trembling + outlaw flies 
From his own ſoil, to diſtant ſkies ; 

In vain to Paris makes ſuch haſte ; 

Flies not his care and guilt as faſt, 

Dire N li- r with his bond, or note, 

Aſcends the barge, or climbs the boat ; 

Haunts him abroad at ev'ry meal 

With a {1gn'd deed and binding ſeal ; 
Which his fad boſom's peace attacks, 

Who dreads his God much leſs than wax. 
The || lictor's rod, which long he fear d, 
The ſcaffold oft in ſlumbers rear d; 
Sole mutamus; patrie quis exul 
Se quoque fugit? 


+ Scandit æretas vitioſa naves 


Cura: nec turmas equitum relinquit 
Ocyor cervis, et agente nimbos 


Ocyor Euro, 
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Oer the leud cup, and midnight bowl, 
Pour ev'ry anguiſh on his ſoul; 
Uneas'd, with muſick's ſofteſt ſound, 
Unbleſt, with twenty jilts around. 


HERE others joys his grief unfold, 
For places loſt, and pictures ſold; 
With fools and fidlers forc'd to fit 
Each eve - a beggar, and a wit; 

Still with gay ſong and libel fraught, 
A genius ſtill - without a groat; 
Who with his manours firſt begins, 
Then ſells off all- beſides his fins. 


LT P - pe his exile beauteous paint, 
And in the rake find out the faint ; 

Can flatt'ry bid him figh no more, 

Or D- /- y's vaniſh'd ſhades reſtore ? 
Verſe but in vain his fame to raiſe, 


Who damns himſelf, tho' fifty praiſe. 


War E ER we hope, we neer ſhall find 


Fortune in ev'ry inſtance kind; 

Muſt therefore I be ſad to day 

For what the next may take away ; 
Sit down and ſigh, or curſe my fate, 
Becauſe I want my neighbour's plate? 
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Say, your life's comforts are but ſmall, 
Can you or I enjoy em all? 

Nor eat our beef in time of need, 

While others on their ven'ſon feed? 

Muſt O- f - d never ſmile, or laugh, 

Becauſe he wants his father Ka 

Say, why ſhou'd C- bh - m's heart be fad, 
Or Church - II's reg ment drive him mad? 

Are not his walks the ſelf-fame thing, 

Whoe'er is colonel, or is king; 

With nothing pleas'd he had before, 


Becauſe a brother-peer has more. 


SNATCH then the * bleſſings of the day, 
And life's few comforts, while you may; 
Tho Danvers plots, and V- zeh - d rhimes 


To plague us for the nation's crimes, 
Heav'n yet may ſend us better times ; 


Trott meet the fate his crimes deſerve, 
Or good M - ll - y or hang, or ſtarve; 
No ſtate from ev'ry ill is freed, 
M - rg u ſometimes muſt hear a creed; 
* Letus in præſens animus, quod ultra eſt 
Oderit curare, et amara lento 


Temperet riſu. Nihil eft-ab omni 
Parte beatum. 
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And courtiers, for the toil unfit, 
Two hours at chapel often ſit. 


Have good and bad one common * end; 
Thy foe, fair virtue, and thy friend? 
Or ſhowers not fate its favours down 

On THoss who oft deſerve its frown ? 
To fame the factions often lifts, 
And leaves the patriot to his ſhifts. 5 
Tho' worthy of a nation's praiſe, 3 
Good B - agel liv'd not half his days; 
His country's prop, his church's pride, 

| In exile thy lov'd + Francis dy d; 

| Layer from his gibbet tumbling down 

Fer his dread ſov'reign reach'd a crown: 


Vext ſtill with penalties and pains, 
Dire Newgate holds thy fav'rite Haines: 
Each term renews thy P - - 7's fears, 


In pain, and trembling for his ears ; ye Eos 
While James, by heav'n's ſevereſt frown, 

Sighing in vain for George's crown, 

Views H - ddeck ev'ry ſea command, 


While - de ſtill ſpoils his ſchemes by land. 


* Alftulit clarum cita mors Achillem : 

Longa f Tulhonum minuit ſenectus. 

Et mihi forſan, tibi quod negarit, 
Porriget hora, 
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In peace and health yet H- ce dwells, 
Buys more each year than * * * * fells; 
In his arm'd chair each ev'ning fats, 
And laughs himſelf at laughing wits; 
Sees patriot-viſions wrote by rheams, 
With Gh - ram's traſh, and G- ver's ſchemes ; 1 
With all his blunders ſtill alive, 
And all his faults, at fifty-fve 
Diverted in a coach and {1x 
Fach day, with Caleb's ſerious tricks. 
WI ar tho' a thouſand * fops appear, 


And buz, and whiſper i in your ear 

ce That ſtroke is ſmart, that period fine, 
That ſatyr juſt, that thought divine; 
„ So keen, that Walp - le cannot ſleep, 

« The wounds you give him cut fo deep.” 
Whoe'er the fulſome tales ſupply, 
Tell em, dear ſtateſman, that they lie; 
Tho' you each morn receive the gift 
From Rome, or Dublin, P pe, or Sw ft; 

The praiſe they forge ſhou'd rather cloy, 
And raiſe a bluſh, than give a joy; 

While Britain weeps her conqueſts ſold 

By thy cloſe ſchemes, for Bourbon $ gold. 


Te e gr ges * centum, fi -uleque circum 


* *Tis not the croud that round thee ſtares, 
The gay gilt coach, and Africk mares ; 
The ſham each week by F - - ng ſpread, 
Whoſe Journal lies, to earn him bread. 
"Tis not the found of Tw - » - n rhimes, 
That into merit molds thy crimes ; 
That low chit-chat of r- 2b - 's muſe, 
That praiſes only to abuſe ; 

Or the dull droſs of Ab- rf's lay, 

Can make thy virtue laſt a day. 

If in two colours you are ſeen, 

In black to day, to morrow green, 

And twice each ſeaſon turn your coat, 
For freedom bawl, for flav'ry vote; 

In your own breaſt you fix a dart, 

While your ſmooth pen belies your heart. 
+ Kind heav'n has given me to behold 

| (Not purchas d with Sir Robert's gold) 


A farm or two, where oft alone, 


The ponds, the walks, the ſhades my own, 


Mugiunt * vacce : tibi tollit hinni- 
tum, equa quadrigis apta : te bis Afro 
Muricæ tile 
Veſtiunt lane : mibi parua rura, et 

Spiritum Graiæ tenuem Camana 
Parca non mendax dedit, et malignum 


Spernere vulgus. 
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Cloſe by the villa's filver ſprings, 


Nor fond of fame, nor envying kings, 
I touch the muſes facred lyre, 
Which virtue, thy lov'd charms inſpire. 
No penſion'd bard, whoſe venal lay, . 
Bleſt freedom, wou'd thy cauſe betray 
For all the coſtly gems that ſhine 
In Britain's crown, or India's mine. 
Here, in ſome cloſe and cooling bow'r, | 
1 bleſs my ſhades, and ſpurn at pow'r ; 
The vulgar, ſmall and great deſpiſe, 
And laugh at fools that wou'd be wiſe; 4 
Young Flavio, panting for a ſtar, _ - 
And merchants quite in love with war ; 
With rural ſquires, in jocky frocks, 
Directing ſtates, and mending ſtocks ; 
The toping knight for whom they vote, 
_ Choſe, for the largeneſs of his throat. 
Here, from the buſy world retir'd, 
1 mark d who's mad, and who inſpir d; 


Happy, if I enjoy the while, 

Or 0 - f- WS love, or R- chm nd S ſmile, 
Which ey 17 care of life deſtroys, 

Softens its pangs - augments its joys. 


Pſalm 
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Pſalm XXIII. 
HE NE' ER I faint, oppreſsd with woe, 


Thy gentle hand my footſteps leads, 
Where ſilver ſtreams delight to low 


Thro' fruitful vales, and' flow-ry meads ; 3 
Fach ſcene around with tranſport ſeen ; 


The vale ſtill freſh, the meadow green. 


Beneath the ſhade thy wings diſplay 
I feed; and taſte each dear delight ; 
Nor dread the flame-that burns by day, 
Nor fear the blaſt that chills by night. 
| Each bliſs enjoy, each foe deride ; 7 
| Thy love, my ſtrength; thy arm, my guide. 


How clear the cooling fountains flow, 
How ſweet the paſtures where 1 feed, 

Theſe drive away each penſive woe, 

| Thoſe every pleaſing tranſport breed. 

A double joy at once impart, 

Both cheer the eye, and charm the heart.. 


As here the ſtreams around me roll, 

One yet, one mercy more ſupply; 
Smile thou thyſelf upon my ſoul, 

And bid each other rapture die; 
The vales tho' freſh, the brooks tho' clear, 
Can pleaſe no more when thou art near, 
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Tho' treading the dark paths below, 

Far from thy heav'n, thoſe ſmiling plains; 
With fad and fearful ſteps I go, 
Where death reſides, where darkneſs reigns z 
Thy hand ſhall lead me in the way, 


And turn the midnight gloom to day. 


Whate'er dire terrors dwell beneath, 

What ſcenes afright, or woes amaze ; 
What ſcenes, tho' dead, the wretched breathe, 
What flames around the guilty blaze; 
Do thou my ſtedfaſt ſoul ſuſtain, 


1 view and hear, without a pain. 


My table with thy bounty ſpread, 
With envy waſtes my pining foes ; 
While thy rich oil bedews my head, 
And with thy wine my cup oerflows; 
Which gladneſs to each look imparts, 


\ And pours a joy around Our hearts. 


Oh, let the ſame indulgent ſmile | 
That cheers me now, for ever fave; 
That love, which does my griefs beguile, 
This hour await me to the grave 
That to thy name, my God, and friend, 
My knee may bow, and heart may bend. 
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Pſalm XXIV. 
HATE ER the ſpacious world contains, 
Vhue fruitful earth, or wat' ry plains, 
That humbly on the ſurface creep, 


Or roll along the mighty deep; 
"Twas heav'ns great voice, with one creating ſound, 


That fill'd with life the wide expanſion round. 


Beneath the floods, beyond our eye, 

Her deep and dark foundations lie ; 

Tho' ſeas above her ſurface flow, 

Capacious oceans ſleep below; 
Beneath the mountains hold their gloomy reign; 
Which bind the boiſt'rous waves, as with a chain. 


Whoſe feet {hall on thy mountain reſt, 

Be with thy ſmiles and preſence bleſt ? 

Who to thy ſacred hill ſhall riſe, 

And claim thy temple, or thy ſkies? 

Ev'n he who juſtice loves, and treach'ry ſcorns ;: 


Whom virtue guides, and innocence adorns ; 


On him, fair 1/-a2/'s hope and pow'r, 
From heav'n each faireſt gift ſhall ſhow'r ; 
A thouſand ſmiles his eye extend, 
His hand a thouſand mercies lend ; 
With kind events each pious action bleſs, 


And crown each guiltleſs labour with ſuccefs. 
8 Such 
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Such ſhall the happy race appear, 

Who Sion's God with rev'rence hear; 

Such ſmiles ſhall grace, and gifts adorn 

The ſons of Jacob's lineage born; 
Thoſe who his preſence love, and Godhead own, 
And bow their hearts before his awful throne. 


Ye temples round your valves unfold, 
Throw wide your lofty gates of gold ; 
Omnipotence demands the ſpace, 


A God anon your courts will grace ; 
Lift high your doors, that thro the ſpacious way 
The king of glory may his pomp diſplay. 


To whom does that great name belong? 
To Sion's God, in battle ſtrong; 
Who pours contempt upon the brave, 
And ſhuts the victor in the grave; 
Shaking the feeble props of human truſt, 
And bids the proud lie down in death and duſt. 


Pſalm LXVIIL 


ET God ariſe, and from his throne 
Turn to the earth his dreadful eye ; 
With dire amaze each foe ſhall own 


His preſence, and prepare to fly. 


Pouring 


ORIGINAL PotMs, &. 329 


Pouring confuſion all around 
On thoſe who dare his wrath withſtand; 
The proud his anger ſhall confound, 
His looks conſume, without his hand. 


When he prepares their ſtrength to break, 
And whets his glitt ring ſword for fight; 
The melting wax is not ſo weak, 
The flying ſmoke not half ſo light. 
Not ſo the juſt, who own his ſky, 
Or from his arm, or preſence ſtart ; 
Soft joy inſpires the guiltleſs eye, 
And gladneſs cheers the pious heart. 


With ſmiles u pon his brow they gaze, 
His facred courts with raptures tread ; 
Look on his heav'n without amaze, 

His lifted arm without a dread. 


Ye worlds, prepare your nobleſt ſong 
For him, whoſe hand all nature guides ; 
Who on the heav'ns, ſublime and ſtrong, 
As on a burning chariot rides ; 


His praiſe, his worth be firſt decreed, 
Dwelling aloft in faireſt light; 

Who checks the orbs in fulleſt ſpeed, 

Or with his word inſpires their flight. 
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To him who hears from off the ſkies 
The wretched race of man complain, 

The helpleſs orphan never cries, 

Or lonely widow ſighs in vain. 


He from the mourning pris'ner's feet 
Breaks the ſtrong bolt, and heals his pain; 
Perſuades his ſaints to union ſweet, 


And burſts the captive's gauling chain. 


While thoſe who his great ſtatutes ſcorn, 
Nor in his arm for ſafety truſt, 
With want and meagre famine worn, 
Conſume away, and pine in duſt. 
Can we forget the glorious day, 
When led acroſs the deſart ſand, 
Cloth'd all in flame, his dread array, 


Our armies own'd his guiding hand? 


The hills their ſtrength retain'd no more, 
Confeſs'd their weakneſs, and his pow rs 
As on their tops, with thunders tore, 
Was pour'd the rapid burning ſhow'r. 


The heav ns and fearful earth cou'd ſtay 
No more upon their trembling baſe ; 

But juſt like Sinai, fled away 

Before the brightneſs of his face. 
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Pſalm LXXVI. 
HERE 7udah's fruitful vales are ſpread, 


And hear with joy the fountains fall ; 

Thy name, great God, is heard with dread, | 
Wherever heard, ador'd by all 

The hills diffuſe it all around ; 

The vales prolong the ſacred ſound. 


Fair Salem's ſeat, whoſe royal ſpires 
With beauty charm, in height excel, 
Thy preſence fills, and eye admires, 
Choſe for thy court, wherein to dwell ; 
On Sion's brow thy temple rear d, 
By nations own'd, and 1/7ael fear d. 


Here to rebuke th' aſtoniſh'd foe, | 
Their ſhield, thy ſtronger fury rent ; 
Shiver'd the ſpear, made weak the bow, 
| Againſt her walls by Syria bent; 
In haſte their impious legions fled, 
While all around their battle bled. 


Thoſe bands which to the hills belong, 
Whoſe ſwords in cruel ſpoil delight, 
Thy arm, more terrible and ſtrong, 
Shall drive away ; confound in fight ; 
Who, turning back to view thy eye, 
Shall all conſume, before they fly. 
Uu 2 Thou 
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Thou do'ſt the proud of ſtrength beguile, 
And ſhake the victor's heart with fear; 
No more the mighty hold the ſpoil, 
Or chaſe the prey, when thou art near ; 
To ſhun thy wrath and blaſting breath, 
They fly - and flying, ſleep in death. 


When he beholds thy brow with pain, 


Thy angry ſhaft, and lifted hand; 
How ſhall the driver hold the rein, 

Or how the fearful chariot ſtand ? 
Trembling, thy dire rebuke to feel, 


The falling ſteed, and broken wheel. 


What elſe, the ſpacious earth around, 
Which thou, great God, do'ſt ever fill, 
Can like thy angry look confound, 
Or like thy awful viſage kill? 


Man's eye with leſs amaze can ſee 


The lightning's cruel flame, than thee. 


When from his burning throne on high, 
Dark with fierce light, Jehovah roſe, 


The meek with mercies to ſupply, 


And ſhed pale fear among his foes, 
The trembling earth, to which he flies, 
Receives him from the rending ſkies. 
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The winds are huſh'd, the ſeas no more 

Are heard in murmurs to reſound; 

They view their God, his ſteps adore 

With conſcious fear, and dread profound ; 


The wond'ring deep his eye reſtrains, 


And filence thro all nature reigns. 


Let man, vain man, with fury rage 
Againſt thy ſtrength, his fierceneſs raiſe ;. 

Thy arm his fierceneſs can afſuage, 

And turn it to thy nobler praiſe ; 

Into the bold a terror dart, 

And fix deſpair in ev'ry heart. 


What to thy kindeſt love we owe, 
Rich incenſe, and oblations ſweet ; 
Whate'er we promiſe, let us throw 
nſparing at thy royal feet; 
For mercy, gratitude return, 


While with our gifts thy altars burn. 


Thy arm ſhall break the tyrant's yoke, 

The ſpirit of the bold reſtrain ; 
By thee their ſtrength. in battle broke 

Who ſway the earth, or rule the main; 
Who, turning to thy glorious throne, 


Extol thy power, nor truſt their own. 


Plalm 
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Pſalm XCl. 


HO makes thy arm his ſtrong retreat, 
Great God, ſecur'd beneath thy wings; a 
Scorns the vain inſults of the great, 
The waſte of war, and wrath of kings; 
Each horror of the doubtful field, 
Thy ſmiles, his truſt; thy arm, his ſhield. 


Each midnight ſnare the ſecret foe 
Can form, or treachery deviſe, 
His hand, thy ſure defence below, 
Thy eye ſhall mock, and heart deſpiſe; 
While the blue peſtilence ſhall fly 
Unfear'd, a- croſs the tainted ſky. 


The guardian ſhade his wing ſhall caſt 
Above thy head, ſhall ſtill defend; 
His faith through endleſs ages laſt, 
His truth to know no bounds, or end; 
Not the ſtrong buckler {hall ſecure 


So well, or ſword ſo long endure. 


Each fearful terror of the night 
| Man' s eye can dread, or fears divine, 
1n the deep darkneſs may affright 
Each guilty heart, but cannot thine ; 
By him the arrow turn'd away 


That takes its Bight, and wounds by day. 


Not 


ORIGINAL Portms, c. 
Not the dire peſt, which ſeeks the ſhade 
| To ſpread around her blaſting breath, 
Shall reach thy couch, thy reſt invade, 
Or fill thy houſe with dread, and death; 
Free from each bold and baleful ill, 
That in full day delights to kill. 


When on his name the ſinners call, 

In vain with ſighs invoke his ſky ; 
Thouſands on thy right hand ſhall fall, 
Upon the left, ten thouſand die 

Secure from that contagious breath. 


Which ſtretches all the proud in death. 


Oh, wait a while, and view deſcend 
From off yon heav'n. the vengeful dart, 

Which ſhall the cloud in pieces rend, 

Amazing ev'ry guilty heart; 

While thy ſtrong fortreſs, plac d on high 5 

Derides each terror of the ſky. 


What tho the weeping earth around 
Does every ſorrow feel or fear, 
Thy roofs ſhall all with joy. abound, 
Thy God, thy great avenger near; 
The plague from thy lov'd couch who turns, 
Waſting whole regions where it burns. 


See 
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336 Miſcellaneous Collection of 
See at his word, his kind command, 

His angels round their wings diſplay; 
About thy bed delighted ſtand, 

And guide thy ſteps, and ſmooth thy way; 


Guarding each ſorrow from thy head 
Weak man has cauſe each day to dread. 


Thou on the hiſſing ſnake ſhalt tread, 
The fiery aſpick fearleſs meet; 
Rouze the fierce dragon from his bed, 
And cruſh beneath thy ſtronger feet; 


On his dire mane thy heel ſhall reſt, 


And ſpurn the haughty lion's creſt. 


See, ſee, thy God is fond to chear 
The guiltleſs heart, with groans oppreſt; 


Strong to relieve, and kind to hear 


The mournful voice, and throbbing breaſt. 


Does the good man to honours raiſe 


Who owns his name, and ſpreads his praiſe. 


Whene' er thou do'ſt for ſuccour call, 


Thy eyes with ſtreams of ſorrow fed, 


His wings around thy couch {hall fall, 


And free thy ſoul from ev'ry dread ; 
Partake thy grief, or elſe allay, 
And chaſe the falling tear away. 


With 
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With ev'ry bliſs and bleſſing crown'd, 
Thy life ſhall waſte, and glide away ; 

With honours grac'd, in fame renown'd, 
Shall flouriſh long, and late decay; 

In life, in death; beneath, above; 

Soy reign his arm, ſupreme his love. 


Pſalm CVII. from the 22d to the goth verſe. 


IDE. as the ſpacious earth is ſpread, 
Far as the fun its light diſplays, 
Thy works, great God, are ſeen with dread, 
Thy mighty wonders told with praife ; 
And while each knee with rev'rence bends, 
The heart, inſpir'd with joy, attends. 
Who fail the loud unfathom'd deep, 
With ſighs, implore thy arm to fave; 
In their ſad thought each terror keep, 
And hear thy voice in ev ry wave; 
Or when it ſwells the angry tide, 
Or bids the ſinking ſurge ſubſide. 
Up to the heav'ns, a fearful way, 
The winds the reeling veſſel blow; 
Till broke the wave on which it lay, 
It ſinks as ſwift, and falls as low; 
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Down from the ſea's enormous ſteep, 


To the dire ſhallows of the deep; 


Rock'd to and fro, from wave to wave, 
The aking heart begins to fear, 
(Each billow ſeeming now a grave) 
With trembling fighs, that death is near; 
Since the wild tempeſt to reſtrain 


Each arm is weak, all art in vain. 


Raging the ſea, uncalm'd the wind, 
Where ſhall frail man for ſuccour fly; 
Where, in his anguiſh, hope to find 
Relief, but from thy pitying ſky ? 
Which ſmiling now, diſpels his fears, 
And turns to joy the wretch's tears. 


As he ordains, the ſulph'rous cloud: 
No more with direful thunder roars ;. 
While his almighty voice more loud. 
Confines the ſea within its ſhores ; 
Bids the proud waves its limits keep,, 
And ſmooths each horror of the deep. 


New joy each raviſh'd heart does feel, 
New life inſpires each beating breaſt, 
As he directs the bounding keel 
To the ſafe harbour, where to reſt; 
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Which, free from ev'ry dread, derides 
The threat'ning ſtorm, and angry tides. 


Part of Pſalm CXLVIII after the manner 
of Milton. 


OIN then in praiſes all, whoe er revelve 


From him your life, of life each pleaſing joy 


Ye angels firſt, who clad in pureſt rays, 

Day without night encloſe his ſacred throne, 
Rejoicing; thro' the wide creation fair, 

Above each creature elſe in ſongs proclaim 

His bounty, whence ye drew your birth, and fame, 
And brightneſs, rivall'd thro' the ample ſky 

By nothing brighter! Ye, the firſt in powr, 

Extol his love, and be the firſt in praiſe | 


Ye next, who o er this earth, as he ordains, 


Dominion hold, and view, by his command, 
Your ſubjects, whatſoever ſwims, or flies, 
Or treads its ſpacious ſurface, never ceaſe 


(To men his bounty varying eve and morn) 
In due return, to vary his high praiſe 
Break filence, all ye living fires, tho' mute, 
Yet find a voice for praiſe, as on ye roll, 
Light after light, unnumber'd thro the 1 4 
Thou loudeſt, whoſe great orb ſurpaſſes all 
In flame and matchleſs glory; from whole eye 
= 5 Darting 
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Darting effulgence round, each lefler ſtar 

Its circle fills, and moving near thy beams, 
Drinks deep of light from thy o'erflowing urn. 
And thou, fair regent of the night, whole ray 
Divides the darkneſs from thy filver throne, 
Riſing, or when thy orb declines, proclaim 
His glory, who adorns, with milder flame, 
Thy chariot, circled with a thouſand fires, 
Waiting thy ſlight attendant, from the eaſt, 

To where thy beams are quench 'd in weſtern waves. 
Ye vapours, as ye upwards climb, exhal'd 

By the ſun's thirſty orb, where'er ye fly, 
Painted or duſk, both as ye riſe and fall, 

Exalt him; as to rain, or hail, or {now 
Condens'd, in downy Hakes, or rattling ſhow'rs, 
Ye now deſcend, till, melting, up the ſky 

Ye ſoar in exhalations ; breathe his praiſe, 

Ye winds, from whatſoever climes ye blow, 
Peaceful or loud, bruſhing the earth or main, 
Now ſmooth its ſurface, till, by his command, 
Your fury drives along the roaring wave, 
And from the deep abyſs beneath up-heaves 
The fearful inundation to the pole. 

Ye flowers that clothe thE earth, and in your bloom 
Vary her face with ev'ry pleaſing hue, 
Be mindful of his bounteous hand, who gave 
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Orrornar Porms, &c. 
Your beauty and your odours ; nor deny, 
As from your op'ning buds you throw each morn 
Sweet incenſe, with your ſweets to join his praiſe ; 
Nor can you ſilence keep, ye filver ſtreams, 
Wand'ring thro' flow'ry banks along each vale 
To pay him worſhip, from whoſe heay'n your urns 
Are ſtill repleniſh'd, weeping oft in ſhowers 
To fill your empty channels ! as ye glide 
In ſofter rills, or roll thro wider ſhores, 
Both as ye glide, and as ye roll, proclaim 
His praiſe, and bear it on each grateful wave. 
His glory, as ye part the burſting ſky, 
Ye tempeſts celebrate, whether the main 
Ve open, and its channels deep below 
Reveal to human eye; or, as ye rage, 
Drive down the foreſt from the mountain's brow ; 
Where'er your fury lives, at his command 
Be ſilent - fave where ſilence yields to praiſe. 
Nor can ye want wherewith to ſpeak his fame, 
Ye thunders, dreadful whereſoc'er ye ſound ; 
Whether ye rock the heav'ns, or, as ye roll 
In ecchoing vollies, bid the earth deſpair; 
Yet trembling when he ſpeaks, be calm, and own 
His voice the louder ! Nor can ye refrain 


From adoration, and obedience due, 


Ye mountains, lifting up your lofty brow 
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Neareſt to heav'n ; whatever load ye bear, 
Cedar, or branching oak, or ſhading pine, 
Bend low your heads; in ſign of worſhip, bend 
To your Creator ; who, above the vales 
Spread deep beneath, rears high your tops to yield 
A lengthen'd ſhade to cool the ſhades below. 
Nor thou, who viſit'ſt firſt the early ray 
Shot from the Eaſt, and waking with the dawn, 
If yet upon thy graſſy bed, or bore 
Aloft upon the wing, thro fields of air, 
Oh, be not laſt in praiſe; but in thy flight 
Up the fair roads of heay'n, or down the ſky, 
Sinking or rifing, where thy voice reſounds, 
Oh, make each region ſweet with grateful lays. 
How wond'rous (Lord) are all thy works, how great 
Thyſelf, how great and wond'rous then, to view 
Each by thy breath created, and ſuſtain d, 
Confeſſing each thy Godhead, which is ſeen, 
And vitible ; not without tranſport ſeen, 
In whatſoe'er the earth, and fea, and air, 


Surrounding both, encloſeth in its arms. 


In ohitum Regine. 
PH OEBE pater! duplici fulges qui nobilis arte; 
Non periturus honos, et tua dona, falus ! 
Addere vitæ annos, medici labor; addere longos 


Virtuti titulos, non leve vatis opus. 
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Quid medicæ poterant, fruſtra heu tentaveris artes, 
Jam quid opis, tenta, carmen, et ebur habent. 
Infidas Carolinæ alias dum flevimus herbas, 


Veſtra dabit laurus, nulla quod herba dedit. 


Sit fugiens, fit vita brevis! fit, munere plectri, 
Quod non vita unum, famaque limen habet. 
Si bonus es, faciliſque tuis; ſi maxime Cz/ar 
Es populo et patriæ, quod Carolina fuit; 
Conjuge pro rapta noſtro de pectore luctus, 
E madido lachrymæ tardius ore fluent. 
Dumque cicatricem cernis, trepidaſque videre, 


Pertulit hc ferrum, vulnus uterque tulit. 
Triſtius huic fatum, tacito ſub corde, dolores, 


Quæ plorat Regis, ſentit et una ſuos. 
Vulnus idem, par utrique ictus, cum vivere, Georgi, 
Te voluit cœlum; te, Carolina, mori. 


of Common Senſe. 


IN Britains woe, ſee Clodius bears a part, 
Sad in his dreſs, and ſmiling at his heart; 

For her, dark ſable round the patriot ſpread, 

He libell'd living, and bemoans when dead; 


On an eminent patriot in choſe mourning for the 
Queen's death. Addreſs d to the — aut hon 
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Cambrick and crape the want of tears ſupply, 
And his ſleeve kindly weeps, to ſave his eye; 
Too wiſe, with grief his penſtve breaſt to ſwell, 
When a grave ſuit lamented full as well. 


ö From death had pitying heav'n the ſov'reign freed, 
Y The mourner's ſigh had been fincere indeed; 
Pleas'd o'er her herſe a mimick woe to feign * 


The Queen reſtor d, had giv'n a real pain. 


SIN H Ludgate then, and all its Mercers, ſell 
Nice modiſh ſorrow by the yard or ell; 
Thy ſolemn face for greater evils keep, 
While for thy Queen thy fword and buckles weep. 
Let the large drop roll down the mourner's face, 
For James in exile, St. F - hn in diſgrace; 


The deepeſt groan reſerv d, and fulleſt ſhow'r 
For fools ſtill out, and wiſe men ftill in pow'r ; 
For patriots Tong forgot, or laid aſide; 

Dear to themſelves, and ſcorn d by all befide ; , 
For Danvers fore d at laſt to own his fears, 
And drop his ſatire, to ſecure his ears; : 
That bards by wicked laws ſhould be oppreſt; 
That - - - - ſtill ſtruts a publick jeſt ; 

His proſe and verſe, that rage and envy ſtrike, 
His bead and ſpeaking bat, both priz'd alike. 
5 

Robb c 
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| Robb'd of his pow'r, that P- falls in fits, 
And raves, that &/7gs will not be rul'd by wits ; 
That titles to the wiſe ſhou'd till belong, 
Prudence preferr'd to ſimile and ſong ; 
(Senates determin'd, now in each debate 
By truth and reaſon, more than puns, or prate 5 
That wiſdom to wit's ſhare does ſeldom fall, 
That Common Senſe is oft no ſenſe at all. 
Theſe ills around thy heart may ſpread a gloom, 
While grief for Queens 1 is bought at ev ry loom. 


Ys T ſpare one ſigh, and ſeem, at leaſt, to grieve, 
Nor borrow all thy ſadneſs from thy ſleeve, ; 
Void of the paſſion, let the form appear; 
Who feign allegiance, well may feign a tear! 
Falſe are thy friendſhips, treach'rous is thy eye; 
Thy duty and thy ſorrow both a lie; 
Whoſe ſmile but oddly with thy mourning ſuits ; ; 
Since what thy coat Fe thy heart confutes. 


On an eminent poet, patriot, and free-maſon. 


YSTERIOUS [ that the maſon's fatal lime, 
Should be more killing than the poet's rhime ! 


Thou haſt all rules of modern murder broke, 


We ſtand thy fire - - - and periſh by thy ſmoke. 


Yy On 
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On an old talk ative 77 oman. 


\URE age to Silvia has not been unkind, 


Each tooth quite gone, her tongue is left behind; 
Thoſe gone - this left - the reaſon, Criticks, ſay ? 
Tis this - her tongue has wore her teeth away. 


On a lady, who erefted a monument for her huſ- 
band, adorned with weeping Cuptds. 
\H O Flavia cannot, Cupids, i in her ſtead, 
| Weep day and night around her conſort dead ; 


One tears his little locks his grief to ſhew ; 
His ſhaft this breaks, and that deſtroys his bow. 


While theſe are fad, and ſhe neglects to moan, 
The marble eyes ſeem fleſh, and Flavia's ſtone. 


On a ſtatue of the Duke of Marlborough. 


V. IN Pallas, boaſt no more thy dreaded ſhield, 
Thy Agis, blazing croſs each ſanguine field; 


That hero view, and own more foes have fled 


From Churchill's arm, than from Meduſa's head. 


Librorum 
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Librorum Catalogus, &c. A catalogue of ſeveral 
curious and valuable pieces (chiefly controver- 
ſal) to be ſold by auction the 26th inſtant, at 


the great auftion-room againſt the Royal Ex- 
change, Cornhill. 


1. 7 O X Populi, vox Dei: or, an Eſſay on the legiſlative power; prov- 

ing that the King, Lords, and Commons are no eſſential part of the 
Britiſh conſtitution. 

2. A collection of learned and curious ſpeeches againſt Penſions, Ex- 
ciſes, and Standing Armies ; written by a noble Ducal author, who voted 
eighteen years for Penſions, Exciſes, and Standing Armies. 

3. Legis ſumma illegalitas ; a diſſertation on the ſanguinary penal Laws 
of England; being a modeſt defence of Smuggling, Riots, and Street- 
Robberies. By a Perſon in the Fleet. To which is added, two defences 
of the diſſertation, by the Champion, and Mr. Wreath - ck. 

4. The Lapland addreſs to the Parliament of Great Britain; being a 

propoſal to furniſh the Commiſſioners of the Navy with proper winds 
upon any future occaſion ; very neceſſary to facilitate any important ex- 
pedition that requires haſte. The winds all in very good order, to be ſeen 
at any time between eleven and four, at the printers of the Champion, or 
Common Senſe. | 

5. An Eſſay on the pernicious and deſtructive tendency of admitting 
Placemen into the H. of C - - - ns. Written by a Perſon juſt turn'd out 

of the beſt poſt in the kingdom. 

6. Six volumes of fatires, lampoons, and libels on the King and Royal 
Family, by a club of Gentlemen, all zealouſly affeted to his Majeſty, 
and the preſent conſtitution in church and ſtate. 

7. A Theological Argument, attempting to prove, that taking the oaths 
to one Prince, and acting for another, may be fairly conſiſtent with the 
truth, honour, and ſincerity of a Britiſh ſubject, By a City Divine, Chap- 
lain to the Half-Moon Club. = | 5 

8. The art of Clouding ; or, an ingenious method of lulling people faſt 
aſleep with their eyes open. By Capt. Vinegar. 3 

9. A Set of eaſy, ſmooth, and elegant rhimes, ready pair d for the preſs, 
proper to celebrate the parts, virtue, and excellencies of the new project- 


cd Tory Miniſtry, 
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10. De uſu, et antiquitate Fabellarum ; or an Eſſay on the uſe, advant- 
age, and antiquity of Defamation. A treatiſe very proper at this junc- 
ture, to ſecure an honeſt Parliament, 

11. An Eſſay on Facts and Appearances; ſhewing the great certainty 
of the firſt ; and the great importance and validity of the laſt, in form- 
ing a right judgment of things and perſons. 

12, A modeſt Apology for Riots and Inſurrections in all civiliz'd Go- 
vernments; with an original chapter on the uſe and advantage of cudgels 
in all addreſſes to parliament. Extracted from the writings of the Craft. 
man and Common Senſe. Es : | 

13. A new Set of founding Words, and terrifying Phraſes ; carefully 
collected into one volume, for the uſe and advantage of young patriots 
and ſtateſmen at clubs, fairs, coffee-houſes, and bear-gardens ; which be- 
ing artfully diſpoſed, and methodically digeſted into eaſy and flowing 
periods and ſentences, without the leaſt truth, ſenſe, or meaning, natu- 


rally form themſelves into fatires, ſonnets, and lampoons againſt the go- 


vernment, 


N. B. The ingenious author of this collection begs leave to inform 
the publick, that if any worthy Gentleman is defirous to abuſe his 
Majeſty, the Miniſtry, or Parliament, in the handſomeſt manner, 

he may have it done at very reaſonable rates, by the ſaid Collector; 
who, ſince his late excluſion from court, has made this ſort of 
writing his uſual diverſion and employment, 

14. A Speech deſign'd for the opening of the next Seſſions of Par- 
lament; proving the Miniſtry muſt be infallibly wrong for entering into 
a war, or declining a war with Spain. 

15, Modern Uniformity, an Eſſay on Steddineſs in a man's political 
conduct; ſhewing, that a perſon may act for and againſt any ſcheme, 
or party, in a government, twice in one ſeſſions, without the leaſt va- 


riation of his principles, or way of thinking. 


16. Modern Paradoxes vindicated ; or, an Argument to prove, that a 
Prince who faves a ſubject from hanging, ought to be eſteemed that ſub- 
ject's greateſt enemy. By a Secretary to the Pretender. 

17. An Invective againſt power and places a man has loſt, or cannot 
attain to. Written at the requeſt, and for the conſolation of a diſcard- 


ed General. Printed at Edinburgh. 


18, The uſe of Opium ; or, the advantages of ſound ſleeping at the 


time of a general election. Addreſs'd to the new Tory Diſſenting Mi- | 


niſters. 3 
19. Alter et idem. Eſſays written at different times for and againſt 
the Liberty of the Preſs, by the pen of the ſame Viſcount. 


20, Tle 
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20 The High-flying Diſſenter - in Calf - a Diſcourſe proving, that the 
moſt violent perſecutors of the Diſſenters in one reign, are the moſt likely 
to prove their beſt and ſureſt friends in another. 

21. Dreams, Shadows, Deluſions, and Chymezra's, at reaſonable rates. 
collected for the ſupport and improvement of the Country Intereſt ; pro- 
pos'd to be ſent to every borough in England before next May, all frank d 

by a city Member. 
22. The nature, uſe, and advantages of political Clamouring ; ſhew- 


ing, that to promote diviſions and jealouſies in a State, is, and ever was. 


the beſt ſecurity to a Prince ; and the ſtrongeſt proof of a ſubject's duty 
to his Sovereign, and love for his Country. By M- lhoy. _ 

23. A new mechanical Invention for deciding all city diſputes by a ſtil- 
lard ; which exactly adjuſts the merits of all writers in proportion to the 


weight and heavineſs of their works. Written by the Preſident of the 


Half Moon club. 
24. The ſoporiferous, balſamick, or dozing Cordial; which gives im- 
mediate relief to all perſons. who are over- burden d with common ſenſe, 


reaſon, or reflection; prepar'd, and given gratis to any Freeholder in. 


Great Britain (to enable them to judge diſtinctly of the qualifications of 
_ next Members.) By an eminent City Doctor. 


. A new philoſophical Method: of being dutiful and loyal ſubjects to. 


Fe Prince or Government, without duty. or loyalty. To which is added, 
a curious Scheme how to. make any roms an excellent Whig on Tory prin- 
ciples. 

26. An Enquiry into the nature and original of modern. Patriotiſm ; 
ſhewing, that the loſs of Power is the ſource and parent of Honeſty ; 
the great incentive to Virtue and Integrity; and the chief promoter of a 
man's Love to his Country. 


27. Detection of Frauds and Cheats a violation of Britiſb property, and 
a national grievance, to be redreſs d by Parliament. Written by an emi- 


nent Smuggler. 
228. The whole Game, or the new Coalition; ſhewing, that Proteſtants 
and Papiſts are the very ſame perſons in their principles, both civil and 


religious, and differ only in ſound and appellation. To which is added, a 
ſeparate article, to prove, that tis no way eſſential to the liberties. or hap- 


pineſs of Great Britain to be governed by a Proteſtant Prince. Autbore 
15 lleio Ante-Georgiano. 
Cheating no Robbery; or a modeſt apology for Smuggling; prov- 
1 it the right of all Engliſomen, ſecur' d to them by Magna Charta, to 
defraud any government, if they can do it with impunity, Extracted 
from the Weekly and Country Journals. 
30. The Separatiſt cajoll'd, or the Wife outwitted ; being a ſerious af. 


fectionate Addreſs from the Craftſman and his brethren to the Diſſenters ; * 
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beſeeching them to renounce, at this critical juncture, their conſcience, 
and common ſenſe; and, at the enſuing election, to diſtreſs their beſt 


friends, in order to oblige their very worſt enemies. 


31. Now or never: Being a ſerious expoſtulation with the Electors of 
Great Britain to promote the Facobite Intereſt, more effectually to ſecure 
the Proteſtant Religion, and defeat the hopes of the Pretender, 

32. Lune decreſcentio imago; or, the proſpect of a City Eclipſe ; be- 
ing a curious proſpect of an eminent Half- Moon juſt entring upon her 
laſt Quarter, 


33. Numerand! nova ars et methodus ; ; or, an Eſſay to prove that the 


minority is and ought to be eſteemed the greater number, in all patriot 


COmpu tations. 


34. Forſwearing no Perjury ; z- of, the unreaſonableneſs and invalidity of 
Oaths to bind the conſcience in temporals. By a late Secretary to the 


Pretender, now the firſt patriot in Great Britain. 


35. A collection of learned Speeches ſpoken laſt ſeſſions againſt Bri- 


bery and Corruption. By a Perſon who Gong eight hundred votes in 
a certain borough to carry his election. 


36. Luſus Belli, or the new Art of making War; ſhowing, that o one Prince 


may fink the ſhips, blow up the caſtles, deſtroy the commerce and colo- 


nies of another, without any intention of doing him the leaſt injury. 
37. An Eflay on the nature of national Conſcience ; proving, that the 
only crime a Gentleman commits in wronging and injuring a Government, 


is being hang'd for it. By Mr. Wg. Revis'd and recommended by 


Capt. Vinegar. 
38. Limites Piet; a critical Eſſay on the Boundaries of civil Duty; 


wherein a new method is diſcovered, how a good ſubject may libel a 
King or Government, and write three times a week within a hair's breadth 
of treaſon, and never be guilty of it. By a Patriot, and a Jeſuit. 


39. Exordia Tyrcinia ; ſeu pracepta quadam melioris note, ad juventu- 
tem in rebus politicis rite inſtituendam; being rules and directions to en- 


able any young Student in Politicks, with a bold genius, and a very mo- 


derate ſhare of parts and learning, to talk ſmoothly and elegantly in the 
Houſe, upon any ſcheme or e of which he is Perfectly ignorant. 


By Mr. L-- -- n. 


N. B. The author has written ten ſongs, and twelve epigrams, againſt 
the King and Miniſtry, with great applauſe. 
40. De cenſu et ærario; diſſertatio polemica; a Diſſertation on national 


Funds, &c. wherein a plain and eaſy method is diſcovered, to pay all the 


debts of the kingdom in three years, without money or taxes. * a Gen- 
tleman entirely in the Country Intereſt. 


41. The 
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41. The Art of talking in Generals; or a ſecure Method of blacken- 
ing Communities, without touching Individuals. To which is added, a 
new Patriot- ſcheme of trying and convicting Criminals, without the uſual 
tedious ſolemnities of proof and evidence, 


Libri Latini in 4to. 


1. A RS et norma æqui vocandi; ſeu methodus Chriſtiana-politica men- 
3 tiendi pro veritate. Opera et ſtudio J. M. Preſbyteri Anglicani, e 
Societate Feſu. | 

2. Ratio Fidei apud Anglos; Diſſertatio Polemica, de vanitate, et ina- 
nitate juramenti. Poſt fidem ſœpius violatam a viro prænobili et litterato 
H. S- - n conſcripta, Jacobo Jertio e Secretoribus Confiliis. 

3. Tractatus Phyſico-Theologicus de fatuorum et inſanorum regimine, ſine 
medicis et medicamentis. Ad præclaros inſanientium fautores, D*. B- - t, 
Du. C- - -t, D*. P---- y, alioſque ejuſdem indolis fautores, humil- 
lime dicatus. Authore Calebio, celeberrimo Anglo, et Medicaſtro. 

4. Diſcrepantium nova Coalitio; ſeu, ratio comprehendendi incomprehen- 
 febilia; methodus nova et accurata,contraria contrarits conciliandi; qua hoſtes 
acerrimi, diverſe de Rege, de Republica, de Eccleſia ſentientes, facili opera 
ex inimiciſſimis fiunt amiciſſimi. Artem hanc primo aperuit * * * ulte- 
rius provexit * * * ad ſinem feliciter perduxit mirus alle fraudis om- 
nigine artifex. H. S. Arm. anno 1740. 

5. Pſeudologia Britannica; de uſu et neceſſitate commentorum in republica 
recte inſtituenda, libellus; tam veterum quam neotericorum ſcriptis et exemplis 
ſuffulta. Opus hoc, diu multumque defideratum, typis nitidiſſimus, et char- 
ta Pari ſienſi perpolitum, ſuis ſuorumque notis pulchre exornavit, Hercules 
Londinenſis, pſeudologus, hujuſce etatis et regni, facile celieberrimus. 


A Letter from the Publiſher of Common Senſe 
to his friend. 


Dear Frank, 


I Write to you with a very heavy heart, which I owe, in a great mea- 
ſure, to a weak head. You are not ignorant upon what plauſible 
motives I was lately drawn in to publiſh a certain Journal; but find, by 
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woful experience, that while I am retailing another man's Common Senſe, 


1 am really diſcovering a want of my own; and enjoy the empty credit 
of a paper which is ruining my fortune, at the fame time it pretends to add 


ſo much to my reputation. 

J muſt own indeed, from the deſign of the paper, I thought I might 
draw ſome advantage from it. It was cry'd up, I found, by all the Tories, 
and Jacobites, and honeſt male-contents of our party ; who ſtrove to out- 


do each other in applauding the merit of the Journal, and the vaſt abi- 


lities of the author. I knew he had juſt miſs d a place in the govern- 
ment he aim'd at, and concluded him, from thence, a perſon of genius, 
honour, integrity, and every private and publick virtue; and tho' I was 
ſenſible that his preſent, were directly oppoſite to his former profeſſions, 
yet I was fully fatisfy'd, that his ſtrong reſentments (to which you know 


we are oblig'd for the converſion of moſt of our new friends) wou'd ſe- 


cure him in our intereſt and meaſures for the future. 

His open and undiſguiſed manner of attacking the court, and ſchemes 
of the miniſtry, could not fail, I imagined, to recommend his Journal to 
all thoſe candid readers, who have of late been firmly perſuaded, that the 
leaſt degree of power, muſt imply the greateſt iniquity and corruption; 
and who are much better pleas d with ten faults, than al hundred virtues 


of their governors. 


Now theſe many excellent qualities i in my Letter ( beſide a ſtrong propen- 


ſion to admire it myſelf) muſt needs endear it, as I thought, to all thoſe 
worthy ſtateſmen who have choſe to diſtinguiſh themſelves of late by thoſe 


two eminent patriot-virtues, a profound love for their country, and a 
thorough and hearty contempt for the laws and conſtitution of it; and 
who cou'd think of no better way of doing their duty, than by villifying 


and inſulting thoſe, who had both the inclination, and the power, to have 


rewarded them "A it. 


ed eben Wantum in mærorem 


Quanta de ſpe decidi? ———— 


1 have paid, I find, much dearer for my ſimplicity, than many other folks 
have for their wiſdom. My paper, I was ſo proud of, and delighted with, 


| (you know, Frank, I love to copy my maſter, and am a dear lover of 


{militade) put me in mind of my pipe juſt lighted, which is all fire at 
one end, and all ſmoke at the other; and where the greateſt blaze always 
produces the thickeſt vapour, Wou' 0 you think it poſſible for a man, in 
| his whole life, to meet with thoſe inſults I have done in a few days? I 
was aſſe d laſt Saturday, by a pert officer at the Rainbow, who was my 
Grocer ; and it the advance of ſugars had not rais'd the value of my Joo: 

na 
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nal? But was never ſo thoroughly nettled, as one day laſt week, at a noted 
ſhop in Holbourn; Sirrah, ſays the maſter to a ſervant who ſtood behind 
him, you ſee we want paper; fetch me a rheam or two of P- r/er's popery, 
J fee 'tis heap'd up as high as the cicling in his warehouſe, for want of 
ſale: a pound of pepper, I know, will buy a thouſand of 'em, and 
half that quantity, its author; who, I hear, diſpoſes of more of em to 
the cooks in London, than the patriots in the country. You know I keep 
M - rg - n's Philoſopher, and T- dal's Chriſtianity for ſome unbelievers 
at of. James; - Iſton J reſerve for my free-thinking cuſtomers about 
the Temple; who chuſe to have their chocolate wrap'd up in a little blaſ- 
phemy, which they aſſure me gives it a finer reliſh than YVanelles. Budgell 
and Sw - - , I hear, are all bought up for ſpits and pewter ; and half the 
edition of Guſtavus is beſpoke for ſweetmeats againſt the next Lord Mayor's 
day. Never let me ſee a page more within theſe doors of Mr. Dan- 
vers, or Mr. L - tt - n, (ſays this impudent puppy) my fervants, have 
ſcarce ſpoke one word of truth fince I firſt took in their papers. You 
know, Sirrah, that I loſt ten of my beſt Whig cuſtomers by binding up 
a few Malaga's in ſome of their late eſſays; they ſwore they infected 
every thing they touch'd, and gave my goods too ſtrong a tincture of pa- 
triotiſm. The Diſſertation upon Parties had like to have loſt me the 
cuſtom of a firſt miniſter: It was the uſual covering I made uſe of for 
his Lordſhip's tobacco; who aſſur'd me, it had turn'd his coachman into 
a rank republican, and enabled him to argue very learnedly againſt the 
Revolution. Forget not to bring with you a few ſheets of the Occa/ional 
Writer, for our ſugar-plumbs; as that paper ſcems deſignedly written to 
pleaſe and amuſe children; and if I order in any more Prot - ts, you 
will not find half ſo many of em in Mrs. Dodd's ſhop, as Mr, Pontack's 
kitchen. bh 
I ſhall trouble you with one infalt more I met with this morning in 
Tuttle-Fields - A pert young raſcal who was flying his kite (and whom I 
knew very well) coming up to me- Well, Mr. P- r/er (ſays the young 
lauce-box) your buſineſs here, I preſume, is with me. I ſee you are quite 
loaded with patriotiſm, and am ſorry it is not in my power, at preſent, 
to eaſe you of a little of it; for indeed you have ſent us ſuch prodigious 
quantities of late, that kites would be as numerous in the air as ſwal- 
lows, were we to mount up half the diſſertations, and eſſays, and iongs, 
and epigrams you ſend us. I mutt therefore humbly defire Mr. L - - - - z's 
pardon a month or two longer, ſince 'tis not in my power to oblige every 
ſtate-writer when he requeſts it. The birds we have already compos'd 
out of his proſe and poetical labours, are fo numerous, as to exceed the 
largeſt rookery in Fjjex; and wou'd ſhadow ſeveral acres of ground if 
they flew together. We fly off L--mid -s the next briſk wind; the au- 
thor, I think, wants suBLINMIT Y; and'tis the only proper way, in my opi- 
2 2 nion, 
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nion, to give his poem a juſt elevation. Beſides, there has been a ſtrong 
intereſt made to our ſociety, to take Gu/tav - s and Eleonora into our ſer- 
vice, which we have partly agreed to. In ſhort, Mr. P- rer, we have 
ſeveral Rheams juſt arriv'd from Moorfields, upon ſubjects wrote as well, 
and argued as plauſibly, as thoſe of your maſter ; which we have ingaged 
to ſet next a wing; otherwiſe ſhould be glad to treat for your's, or any of 
your friends waſte papers. 

And J have often wondered (continues the pert Raſcal) that no mo- 
dern wit has attempted to find out a reſemblance betwixt our kites here, 
and your modern patriots, which to me ſeems very natural and apparent. 
Our kites, you know, love to flutter in that airy region where moſt of 
thoſe gentlemen, for many years paſt, have been amus'd in building caſtles, 
They are a ſort of creatures, likewiſe, in their motions very wavering 
and unſteddy, perpetually riggling about from one ſide to the other ; the 
only difference between em ſeems to be, that one is mov'd about with 
a little gat, and t'other by a little d:/gu/?. Our kites are likewiſe obſerv'd 
to have a huge unwieldy body, with little or no head belonging to it. 
They are likewiſe profeſs'd enemies to calm and fair weather, becauſe 
they have little hopes of 777g, unleſs the air is troubled, and in ſome 
_ agitation, The ſimilitude ſtill is more viſible, if you conſider, that our 
birds, be they never ſo high advanc'd in their ſublimeſt elevation, are al- 
ways pulling and tugging for more line and packthread, which they com- 
monly, in the end, break aſunder, and with it their own necks. Per- 
haps it may be trifling to mention, that theſe high-flyers of ours are guided 
and aſſiſted in their motions more by their tails than their heads. To 
carry on the compariſon no farther, I ſhall only remark, that theſe birds 
of ours are very ſeldom of a piece throughout; I had one of 'em laſt 
week, very tall and well built, who was a Whig on one ſide, and a Pa- 
triot on the other: one of whoſe wings argued for, and the other againſt 
the miniſtry, He drew up 1n his aſcent almoſt five pound of packthread, 
which was not ſufficient to bear him to that height he aim'd at ; which 
giving way at laſt, he roy'd and flutter'd a while in the air, which after 
a thouſand turns and fluctuations, drove him at laſt, all maim'd and tat- 
ter'd, from the fields of FH - - mn, to the plains of D- wley ; where he 
has been long endeavouring, but in vain, to plume and repair his wings 
for a ſecond flight. I cou'd not bear the impudence of the Raſcal any 
longer - for tho' I am no enemy to wit and humour (which has indeed 
been the great ſupport of my Journal) yet the parallel ſeem'd to . 
our friends fo nearly, that while I ſmil'd at the archneſs of the mile, 
was not at all pleas'd with the propriety and application of it. I am, 


Dear Frank, 


- Your fincere friend and ſervant, — . 
J. P. 
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A * Letter from the Publiſher of Common 
Senſe 2 bs friend. 


Dear Frank, 


N my laſt I gave you a ſhort account of an inſult I met with from a 
pert young fellow in Tuttle-fields ; in this, I ſend you a brief hiſtory 

of a converſation I had with a friend, which, tho of a quite different na- 
ture, yet gave me almoſt the ſame uneaſineſs. 

As I return d through the Park laſt evening from Weſtminſter, I obſerved 
a a perſon in a very thoughtful poſture making up towards me. By the ſo- 
lemnity of his ſtep, .a certain gravity in his approach, and biting one of 
his thumb nails as he walk'd along, I concluded he muſt be either a great 
poet, or an eminent politician ; and that he was that inſtant forming an 
Epic poem, or a new miniſtry; and from a ſudden air of atisfaCtion, 
which broke out that moment in his looks, I fancy'd he had then juſt pitch'd 
upon his hero, or prime miniſter, Nor was I miſtaken in my conjecture, 
for it prov'd to be my patron himſelf, returning from the melancholy 
club of his ſeceding brethren he had left behind at Twick - m. After the 
uſual ceremonies were over, taking me by the hand, I perceive, Mr. P- 7/er, 
ſays he, that of late you have ſeem'd a little diffatisfy'd and out of hu- 
mour; nor is it difficult, I believe, to aſſign the true reaſons of your diſ- 
content. I hear there has not been, of late, ſo quick a demand for m 
Journal as formerly ; tho' I- thought I laſh'd as heartily, and attack'd as 
boldly, as I ever did in the whole courſe of my paper. You mult be 
very ſenſible what tricks I have play'd, and what ſtratagems I have invent- 
ed, to raiſe the credit, and quicken the ſale of my Eſſay. I have fol- 
low'd it often to the preſs wich acclamations of wonder, while my bro- 
ther Caleb and I have agreed to adore each other, as often as he ſpeaks 
of mine, or I of his politicks. I myſelf weekly write to, and applaud 
myſelf for the eminent ſervices I do, and have long done to my unhappy 
country : And, you know, I have a ſet of young patriots in pay in the 
moſt noted Coffce-houſes of the city, who have all folemnly engaged ne- 
ver to believe one word in any publick paper, that contradicts mine. 

Jam not ignorant, that what has ſunk the reputation of my paper of 
late, has been a few dull inſipid dialogues in the Gagelteer, without one 
fingle grain of wit, humour, or even common ſenſe in em. Tho', what- 
ever the -miniſterial dunces are pleas'd to think of me, I know you are 
perfectly ſatisfy'd, that every perſon of genius and capacity allows me to be 
the greateſt orator, and the profoundeſt ſtateſman in Europe, it you ex- 
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cept the Cardinal and the Champion. You were with me, I think, 
one evening, Mr, P- fer, when I projected a plan of accommodation 
between the Turk and the Emperor, at a game of backgammon ; and took 
Cadiz from the Spaniard over a diſh of coffee. You were by, I know, 
at another time, when I paid off ten millions of the national debt, with- 
out raiſing a ſhilling upon the ſubject, You muſt well remember, when 
I reduced the land-tax to ſix- pence in the pound one morning at 
D- wley - I began the ſcheme juſt at the firſt ſtroke of my upper lip, 
and before the fellow had reach'd my chin, had quite compleated it. Se- 
veral wholſom laws have I enacted for the good of Great Britain, while 
my whig was powdering. And wou'd a certain great man [I cou'd men- 
tion, ſubmit to regulate his conduct by a ſet of maxims in my keeping, 
make peace or war, take in, or turn out, as I ſhould direct, he would 
find no more difficulty to govern a nation, than to dance a minuet ; and 
a realm wou'd be as eaſily guided, as a hackney-coach, or a wherry, 

However I have been treated of late by ſome inſolent ſeribblers, you, 
my friend, muſt be ſenſible of my merit, who have ſeen the compliments 
I have receiv'd, at ſeveral times, from the Literati of Tonquin and Iſpa- 
han, and the moſt eminent Brachmans in the Eaſt-Indies. You are 
a witneſs, that I fay much finer things in poetry, than many other 
people do in proſe; and am ſo very fond of this new way of reaſoning, 
that I have prepar'd the draught of a bill, now in my pocket, to oblige every 
member in the Houſe of C- mm - s to talk and argue in metre; and 
the Speaker to deliver his opinion, and ifſue out his orders in heroics, or 
elſe to reſign the chair. Tho' J may be poſſibly laugh'd at for this odd 
project, yet I am perſuaded that we have gain'd more friends, and done 
our cauſe greater ſervice by our ballads, than our arguments ; and have 
therefore fix'd upon a noble Peer for Prefident in our new miniſtry, for 
the excellent ſongs and epigrams he has compos'd againſt the old. 

To ſhew the uſefulneſs of ſuch a ſcheme, I need only mention, that 1 
prevented the ſurrender of Port-Mahon and Gibraltar by a ſingle ballad. 
And it is well known, that Dunkirꝶ had before this time been repaired, 
and a terror to the Britiſh nation, had I not ſhew'd the deſign by a ſea- 
ſonable epigram. 

If a few of my late papers have wanted the fine ſenſe and ſpirit, the 
keenneſs and vivacity of ſome of my former, you will conſider, that no 
author at all times writes with the ſame humour, genius, or ſublimity. 
All my friends know very well, that I compoſe by my barometer ; and 
I find my genius riſe and fink exactly with the mercury. For this reaſon, 
I never attack the court, or libel a Houſe of Commons, till the glaſs is 
at ſettled Fair, when I ſay as many good things in an hour, as I can do 


ina month when the atmoſphere | is dull I and heavy, The air, you how: 
as 
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has been muddy, and the wind full north for ſome time paſt; which I 
find much the dulleſt point in the compaſs. I had ſeveral fine ſchemes 
froze up laſt December, which, I am afraid, will require ſeveral months 
thawing ; and one in particular blown away in the late hurricane, which, 
without a Britiſb fleet, undertook to clear the American ſeas, by reading 
the late act againſt Riots to the Spaniſh Guard de Cofta's. Have a good 


heart, Mr. P- rſer, I want only a clear ſky, and a few days of fine 


weather, to introduce a Republic, and a new Miniſtry ; the two favourite 
points, which you and I know modern patriotiſm has been long pro- 


jecting. 


As to thoſe heavy inſipid creatures who now and then appear in print 


againſt us, I muſt deſire you to be in no manner of pain about em. FL 


do aſſure you, there is not fifty of their papers read in a month between 


Berwick and the land's end; and thoſe few, by none but Collectors and 
Exciſemen. One epigram of mine has ſtruck the whole fraternity dumb 


for a month together; and I have a fatire now by me, almoſt finiſh'd (re- 
vis d and approv'd by myſelf) which, before next Michaelmas term, ſhall 
filence theſe unmeaning hirelings for ever. After which, you ſhall find 


Freeman and Oſborn as ſeldom mention'd in Great Britain, as Nimrod, 
or Semiramis. I know theſe little proſtitute fellows all to a man; and J. 
do aſſure you upon my honour, that there is not an ounce of ſenſe, ge- 
nius, or learning, among twenty of em. Tho they produce a ſcrap of. 
Latin now and then from a claſſical author, there is not one of them 
knows whether Horace was a Roman, or a Numidian; Virgil an Epic poet, 
or a general. One of theſe dunces, to my certain knowledge, miſtook 
Livy for Plato; another made Plutarch a primitive biſhop ; and a third, 


Pliny ſecretary of ſtate to Charles the Vu of Germany. And I am well 
aſſur d that one of this claſs, who aſſumes the air of a ſcholar, is now 
learning his Accidence at a private ſchool at Hackney ; and after fix 


months drudgery, is not yet got beyond poſ/um. It is no manner of ſecret, 


that Britannus drove a coach ſeven years from Epſom to London; and 


guided a Hack long before he attempted to manage a Government. The 


mighty Sidney, it is well known, ſerv'd an apprenticeſhip to a Brewer in 


Shadwell; and when his maſter fail d, left his tubs, and turn'd politician. 


The facetious Oſborn J have long fince filenc'd, and transform'd into an 


old woman; turn'd his pen into a diſtaff, and his tye-wig into a pinner. 
Mr. Export, with all his endeavours to conceal himſelf, I have found to 


be a tide-waiter at the Cuſtom-houſe ; and for Walfngham's little wit and 
humour, he ſtole it all from our writings, his own not being ſufficient to 
find him in ſnuff and tobacco. As for Mr. A. B. or Mr. C. D. I believe 
that neither of em went very little farther in their alphabets. In ſhort, 
you may read a rheam of paper ſcribbled o'er by thęſe fellows, without 
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one ſimilitude to prove a fact, or embelliſh their eſſays. The introdyc- 
ing of which into all debates is a method entirely new, and the honour 
of it ſolely ours; which I propole to introduce into the pulpits, and coutts 
of Weſiminſter ; and without which, I do aver it a thing impoſſible for an 
author to argue clearly, or write correctly, whatever advantages beſides he 
is maſter of. Ah, Mr. P- rer] wou'd a certain monarch, of a certain 
iſland I cou'd name, be once perſuaded by his beſt friends to eſtabliſh a 
privy-council of wits, inſtead of ſtateſmen, and place a poet for a pre- 
ident at the head of em; cou'd he once be convinc'd how much fancy 
was preferable to reaſon, how much humour exceeded judgment, and a 
ſimilitude out-did an argument, he himſelf might ſoon become a happy 
prince, and his ſubjects an envy'd people: Gin might be reſtor'd, ſmug- 
gling reviv'd, hanging diſcontinu'd, and Britain become once more the 
envy, and the dread of nations. 
Be of good heart ſtill, Mr. P-7/er, in three months time you ſhall find 

a Gazetteer in England as ſtrange a creature as an elephant, or a crocodile, 
As the weather now begins to clear, expect nothing from me for the time 
to come but a torrent of wit and humour, bearing down all before it, ex- 
cept when it is interrupted now and then by the North wind, or a cloudy 
atmoſphere, when, I find, I do not write much better than other people. 


Jo the Author of the Daily Gazetteer. 


SIR, 


OU frequently entertain your readers with the prices of goods at 
Bear-key, and Billinſgate, in which very few people have any man- 

ner of concern or intereſt, I beg leave to ſend you an account, under- 
neath, of ſome commodities to be diſpos'd of very cheap, which, I think, 
you have never taken any notice of, tho', in my opinion, very proper to 
be communicated to the publick ; that your brother writers, in a dearth 
of intelligence, may know where to furniſh themſelves with materials 
proper to enrich their reſpective Journals. By publiſhing my catalogue 
of wares (intended for the benefit of my country only) I aſſure my- 
ſelf of the cuſtom of my very good friends and fellow-labourers, Mr. Gore- 
h- in, Mr. Haines, and Mr. P- rer; together with their reſpective ma- 
ſters and principals, whether 'ſquires, knights, lords, poets, or ballad- 
makers; for whoſe help and ſervice, in their particular diſſertations, 
I undertook this uſeful and generous labour. And I deſire you wou'd ac- 
quaint thefe worthy gentlemen, whoſe cuſtom I aſſure myſelf of, that 
the retailer of the under-written goods, obliges himſelf to maintain hy 
: 88 truth 
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truth of any falſhood he diſpoſeth of to em, for a fortnight at leaſt; in 
which time, it is preſum'd it may have reach'd to the fartheſt parts of 
the iſland, a and effected the buſineſs it was ſent a abroad to accompliſh, 


A Specimen of ſome modern Chrijtian virtues, confi, fling of Inuends's, Inſi- 
nuations, Suggeſtions, and Aſertions; very neceſſary lo inſlame the re- 
ſentment of the people, aud to compleat the Patriot. -ſcheme. Enquire for 
the Grand Preſervative, at my Warehouſe in White- Friars and Covent- 


Garden. H. B. 


For a dearth in England, and a prodigious ſcarcity of money 


in and about London - - 
For carrying a million of — 7 in the laſt packet: boat 
into Hanover - 
For finding 100,000 J. in her late Majeſty's cloſet - 
For burning Magn SOR by the command of the preſent 
miniſtry - - - 
For a glaſs lanthorn at H - - £Þ - on, as large as an ordinary 
cupola - 


For a ſtable at t the ſame place, bolding a thouſand horſes - 
+1. or dividing the yearly produce of the Sinking Fund between 
the King and his Miniſtry = - - 
For an ounce of patriot-loyalty, very face — 

For a Craftjman's bluſh, equally ſcarce and uncommon 


For a ſecret alliance between Spain and Kouli Kan = 

For an argument to prove that true courage conſiſts in flying, 
or deſertion - - - = 

For another, to prove minorities the greater number — 

For a tun of wooden ſhoes, tranſported by an order of coun- 
eil from Calais to Dover 8 - 

For five ſpeeches of Mr, L - t- 1's, without a pun, a 
joak, or a ſimile; not ſpoken from his hat - 


For a ſecret order to Admiral H- ddock not to meddle with 
the Azogue ſhips 

For a deſign of the Miniſtry to geliver up Gibraltar and 
Port-Mahon to the Spaniards 

For opening and repairing the harbour of Dunkirk, and 
filling it with fifty French men of war - p 

For a war being of abſolute neceſſity to enrich a trading na- 
tion RE - - - = 

For a late hurricane in the ſugar iſlands, occaſion'd by the ſign- 
ing a late Convention - 8 — - 


"I 


l. 


For 
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cuſtomers. 
lately found out a ſecret to annihilate facts, reconcile contradictions, and 
to create any thing out of nothing, better than Moſes; and to draw a lie 
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TO 0 
For a place-bill being neceſſary at court, but unjuſt in the city o 3 
For a comet ſeen lately at Twickenham, denoting the down- 
tall of the preſent Miniſtry — 8 
For a patriot continuing fix months of the ſame principles o 3 6 
Ditto, for his oppoſing the preſent Adminiſtration from prin- 


oO . 


ciples of virtue, honour, and conſcience . 
For a tax deſigned next ſeſſions upon beef, pork, mutton, 
potatoes, and water-gruel _ - - 4 1 1 8 


For hanging rioters, ſmugglers, and rebels; being againſt law 


and equity, and a direct breach of the rights of Britiſb ſub- 
jects - © 0 0 


For a deſign to build a bridge next Spring from JYVapping 


For another to blow up the river Thames, and drown the city © 5 © 
For Mr, P- pe being a modeſt ſatiriſt, and a very good pro- 


teſtant - 1 8 8 6 
For Lord C---, Lord C-, and Lord C-, being 
ſtanch Whigs in every ſtep of their late conduct — 9 
For ſedition, defamation, and falſhood, being three cardinal  _ 
Chriſtian virtues — - Wo Se om ls Of 
For an argument to demonſtrate, that great exportations, and 
importations, are infallible ſigns of the decay of trade - 00 o 9g 
D;tto, that the riches and wealth of a nation does not con- 
ſiſt in money 35 - - 8 


N. B. The ſame perſon has a large quantity ſtill by him (tho' he has 
diſpos'd of abundance more lately) of jealouſies, fictions, dreams, ſha- 
dows, amuſements, to pleaſe and delude the populace. Allowance to be 
made to thoſe that take large quantities to retail amongſt their country 
—— He begs leave to acquaint the publick further, that he has 


at any time fo like a truth, that the niceſt diſcerner ſhall not be able to 


diſtinguiſh one from the other. And I deſire to acquaint my very good 


friends, the Craſiſman and Common Senſe, that as our fleets are now equip- 
ping, and land-hes are like to be of little ſervice, that I have prepar'd 
large numbers of marine, which will come much cheaper, as the carriage 
of em from abroad is not ſo expenſive as thoſe which come by land, — 
And they are ſhap'd and form'd in ſuch a manner, as to laſt a day, a 
month, or a year, as ſuits beſt the occaſion and neceſſities of the buyer. 
They are ſent to any part of the town, or country, for ready mare 

| — only ; 
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only; frank d by a company of patriots, lately commiſſion'd for that pur- 
poſe. I am, 
8 IR, 


Your very humble ſervant, 
H. B. 


To the Author of the Daily Gazetteer. 


STR, 


A Correſpondent of that ingenious mechanick, the author of the 
Country Fournal, has, by his diſcerning genius, and deep ſagacity, 


lately diſcovered, that you now and then receive an ode, or an epigram; 
ſometimes a trifling puerile ſatire, from one of your coadjutors, who he 


is very ſure lives in the latitude of fifty-two and a half; is a ſhort corpu-- 
lent man, about fifty years old, and teaches a private ſchool (in which 


the top claſſic he ever read to his boys was Cato) about three miles Eaſt- 


ward of the Royal Exchange. That he has hit upon your friend and 


helper, he is fully perſuaded from ſome unerring criterions, which en- 
able him to diſtinguiſh the writings of a Divine from a Layman ; by 
which he can infallibly decide, whether any author wears a fur gown or 
long ſleeves; is in, or out of the commiſſion of peace; and ventures ſo 
far ſometimes, as to pronounce dogmatically upon another circumſtance 
of a writer's life, whether he is a married man, or a batchelor. 


Now, Sir, as the place of any perſon's abode goes a great way towards 
diſcovering his character, and his merits, it is, no doubt, for this reaſon, 
that Mr. Danvers has of late been ſo curious, not only to inform him 
ſelf of the profeſſions, titles, and employments, but even the reſidence of 
thoſe gentlemen, who have the misfortune, in ſome political points, to 


differ from him, and now and then to ſuppoſe him a little weak, or faulty. 
For you muſt know, Sir, that a letter, ſuppos d to be penn'd at Rich- 
mond, might have a little wit, or humour in it, which would appear ex- 
tremely dull, or ridiculous, if it was found afterwards to have been writ- 


ten at Newington, or Hackney ; tho it has been obſerv'd, that the air 
of that village has been much amended, and the genius of the pariſhioners- 
refin'd, and much alter'd for the better, ſince the erecting their ne turn 


pike, 


ples of the inhabitants, It is from this conviction, that he is able to ac- 


Aa a count 


I am well aſſur'd, that it is Mr. Danvers's real opinion, that the cli- 
mate and atmoſphere of any place muſt have a mighty influence, not only 
upon the parts and underſtanding, but even upon the morals and princi- 
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count for the ſudden myſterious converſion of ſeveral of his friends, who 
had for a long time, been very corrupt in their lives, and erroneous in 
their ſentiments; and croſſing a ſmall river, and three acres of land, be- 


came very great penitents, and tolerable good ſtateſmen. It is farther 
added, that he is well acquainted with a certain park in B - - am- 
ſhire, of that myſterious, tho' honeſt quality, as to transform the rank- 


eſt Whig about Court in a few days into a ſtanch Tory, or a Patriot; 


and furniſh him with plauſible arguments againft the Convention, the Re- 


volution, and a peace with Spain: The air of this park having ſuch an 


aſtoniſhing purity, as to oblige ſeveral colonels, to rail at ſtanding armies ; 


ſeveral courtiers to harangue againſt places and penſions; and one or two 
B - - ps to look upon Tranſlations as unchriſtian ; and all of em to vilify 


and condemn thoſe meaſures as weak, diſhonourable, and wicked, which 
they had eſpous'd, recommended, and conducted themſelves by, for twenty 
wears before. And from this viſible difference in the qualities and aimo- 


ſphere of different places, this wiſe Journaliſt experimental:y concluded, 
that the very Fogs of Daw! - y and Twicken - m were more inſpiring and 
ſalutary, and had produc'd more learned, and religious writers, than the 
pureſt air and ſun-ſhine of St. Zames's or Kenſington; within whoſe verge, 
it was impoſſible for any thing to be produc'd, but what mult be deſti- 


| tute of ſenſe, of virtue, and even common honeſty, 


As every man has ſome peculiar vice or virtue, ſome weakneſs, or ex- 


cellency in his nature, to diſtinguiſh him from the reſt of mankind, 


Mr. Danvers, I hear, aſſumes a merit from the different ſtyle, manner, and 
reaſoning of any author, to ſettle the exact point of his reſidence, and de- 
termine minutely the diſtance he lives from the Court, the Exchange, or 


the Treaſury. And a friend of his has often aſſur'd me, that he never 
knew him fail in his conjectures above half a league theſe fourteen years, 


and that only in two or three trifling inſtances. The firſt was, in aſcrib- 


ing a ballad to Mr. White - ad which happen'd to be written by the ſexton 


of Stepney. The ſecond, by honouring Mr. T- / n with an excellent 
panegyrick, which, it ſeems, was ſent to his printer, Mr. Haines, with- 
out a name, by a taylor of Covent-Garden. The third, when he loaded 


the ingenious Mr. Lt - - 2 with the higheſt encomiums for verſes in 


the Magazine, which were found afterwards to be compos'd by an emi- 
nent poet in Moorfields, who had juſt dethron'd Kouli-Kan, and was elected 
himſelf Sophy of Perfia. In theſe inſtances he owns his friend was mit- 
taken; but thinks the miſtake more pardonable, as it aroſe from ſome- 
thing of a very great reſemblance he had obſerv'd in the different produc- 


tlons of theſe ſeveral writers. 


I mutt beg leave, however, to diſſent a little from the account this Gen- 
tleman gives of his friend's great ſagacity in the diſcovery of authors. wa 
delt 
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honeſt country parſon, a particular acquaintance of mine, was handled 

very ſeverely in September laſt, for ſome papers upon trade, which, to 

my knowledge, were publiſh'd by a ſollicitor in Chancery. And I knew 

a prime miniſter treated in the fame rough manner for a diſſertation upon 

Patriotiſm, whoſe author was never within fifty miles of London. From 

random gueſſes of this nature, it ſrequently happens, that an archbiſhop: 

has ſuffer'd the reproaches due to a free-thinker ; and a plenipotentiary 

has been arraign'd in the room, and for the offences of a country curate ; . 
and many eminent writers have ſhar'd the praiſes; as well as the correc- | 
tions, which belong'd to others. , . 

Tho the Crafiſman is very well affur'd that he has found out the perſon, 
occupation, and country-ſeat of one of your low aſſiſtants, who has been 
frequently, of late, the ſubject of his mirth and facetious raillery; yet he 
has ſome doubts remaining about the place and manner of his education, 
or rather, if he had any education at all ; which he cannot poſſibly think. 

cou'd have been at either of our univerſities; ſo mean his merits, ſo low- 
and worthleſs his. productions. 

Now I am ſo weak, as not to apprehend what manner of advantage 
it can be to this ſage enquirer to be fatisfy'd in theſe doubts ; becauſe he 
muſt know, if he knows himſelf, that a perſon- may enter either of our 
univerſities with a little portion of learning and virtue, and leave 'em 
with a great deal leſs than he brought along with him: That he may be 
admitted into thoſe ſeats of knowledge with reputation and character, and 
leave em with ſhame, reproach, and infamy, He muſt know, that it is 
poſſible for a perſon to be a very good man, a tolerable good chriſtian, 
and no very bad writer, who has never taken any degree, or even ſeen the 
Inſide of a college in Oxford or Cambridge. That thoſe famous ſemi- 
naries confer no grace, let him be a witneſs - that they do not always in- 
ſpire us with prudence, wiſdom, or honeſty, let him ſtand up as a ſecond 
evidence. That they enrich the mind now and then with the ornaments . 
of wit, humour, and raillery, deſtitute of truth, honour, and virtue, let 
his writings, if he pleafes, be produc'd as an undeniable, and a laſting de- 
monſtration. However, to ſatisfy ſome doubts he ſtill has about this Gen- 
tleman's education (who has been oft miſtaken, and as often traduc'd for 
the guilt and iniquities of his brethren) I take the liberty to aſſure him, 
that the perſon pointed at by him, had his education for many years, and 
took ſome regular degrees in a certain univerſity, at a time which he can 
never forget - I mean, when he had the misfortune to be driven from a 
Fellowſhip, and expell'd from that very Univerſity, for ſeveral eminent 
patriot-virtues, which were miſtaken by a blundering Preſident for vices - 


and enormities, I am, | 3 | 
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The Patriot at full length; or, an inſcription for 
an obelisk. | 
The P RE F A CE. 


E have been frequently entertain d, for ſome years paſt, by an eminent 
writer, with characters of arbitrary Princes, and wicked Stateſmen, 


drawn from the accounts of modern times, as well as diſtant ages. And 


this with a very laudable and impartial view of inſtructing all, without 
doing the leaſt injury to any living perſons, by thoſe little uſeful parts of 
hiſtory ! Who, as they could not be prejudic d, ought not, for that reaſon, to 
be diſpleasd with any thing ſaid of people, who, perhaps, liv'd many centu- 
ries before them : And therefore he look'd upon it as very unfair treatment, 
and an act of the greateſt injuſtice, to find his good intentions to ſerve his 


country fo inviduouſly repreſented, and, by many, ſo groſiy miſtaken ; as if 


he publiſh'd the vices of ſome men, with no other defign but to fully the vir- 
tues, and point out, by an artful inſinuation, the enormities of others, in order 


to expoſe them to publick cenſure, contempt, and hatred. Cannot, ſays he, a 
Tiberius be bloody, a Coſcia ravenous, or a Sejanus cruel, without refleting 


a diſhonour upon a Britiſh Prince, or a Britiſh Miniſter? Cannot the ambition 


of a De Witt, the pride of a Woolſey, and the ravages of a Rufinus, be 3 


taken notice of with a very unblameable intention, to terrify others from en- 
gaging in their vices, by putting them in mind of their ſufferings, and their 
fate? Now ſhould 1 allow any force of weight in this author's way of 
reaſoning, he would get very little by it; becauſe it would be of the fame 


ſervice to myſelf as it has been to him; and give me an equal privilege of 
drawing characters, and meaning no body by 'em, as he himſelf has jo 


often, and ſo innocently done before me: And would prove that conduct very 


filly, as well as partial, to attack an author with tboſe objeftions, which 


muſt hurt a man's own ſelf, before they can weaken or prejudice his enemy. 
From whence it will likewiſe appear very unreaſonable for an Engliſh Squire, 
or Viſcount, to take any offence at what is ſaid of an Engliſh Barriſter. 
A meer phantom, that never had any exiſtence but in an Eſſay, or a Four- 
nal; and as unreal and ſhadowy a being as a Fog, a Trott, or a Neſtor ; 


who, inflead of Gray's-Inn, has his dwelling amongſt the clouds. 


The favour I have to requeſt, or rather to demand of the publick, is, 
that the ſame freedom of thought which this author has us'd in his writings, 
ſometimes with 7 always with impunity, may be indulg d to others, 

d by himſelf ; it being the equal right and privilege of all ; 


as well as claim 


and may, I hope, be exerted as laudably in a defence of the innocent, as it 
has often been in vindication of the guilty. And fhou'd any perſon 1 | 
thi, 
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this liberty, or think himſelf injur'd by it, perhaps he may do it very much 
to his own diſadvantage ; fince 'tis a ſentiment of this judicious author, that 
no man can be diſpleasd with a character, in which he does not imagine 
himſelf ſome way concern d: That tis only a conſciouſneſs of guilt that makes 
a perſonal application of it; and finds in the picture, ſome remote reſem- 
blance at leaſt of the original. e 


Hoc fonte derivata clades 
In patriam populumque fluxit. Hor, 


THIS PYRAMID 
Was erected to perpetuate the memory and actions 


Of CALEB DANVERS, Eſq; 


Who in a late reign, which his policies render'd 
Contemptible, and his example infamous, 
Obtain'd his honours by an exertion of very great 
Iniquities, and loſt them by a commiſſion of greater. 
As he liv'd, ſo he died, an enemy to his king, 

I 0 his country, and to all good men; 

By his artifices, rather eluding the ſevereſt penalties 
Of the law, than by his practices not deſerving them. 
Thoſe few he ſuffer'd, which were rather mercies 
Than puniſhments, added much to his 
Reſentments, but very little to his penitence, 

Or amendment; | 
His inſolence to the throne riſing in proportion 
To the favours he received from it: 
And whoſe greater indulgence only 
Cou' d have render'd him more baſe or cruel : 
Which, inſtead of ſoftning his heart, or engaging 
His affections, ſerv'd only to exaſperate his hatred ; 
Not contented to be thought unjuſt, 
Till he had heightned that crime, by being 
: Dugrateful. 
In all his dangerous attempts to deceive 
The people, and to diſtract the ſtate, 

No man had ever a greater appearance of virtue, 
And, at the ſame time, ſo abſolute a want of it: 
For in all his infamous libels to defame the prince, 

And to weaken his government, 
The profeſſions of the patriot were always urg'd, 
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To diſguiſe the ſchemes of the traitor ; 
And therefore the ſhadow of a truth did him 
As much fervice as the ſubſtance ; and a plauſible 
Falſhood had all the advantages of a reality. 
| This man had the dexterity to turn his worſt 
As well as beſt qualities to his advantage; 

And never entertain'd a virtue which prejudic'd 
His intereſt ; or parted with a vice, which he knew 
Wou'd promote it. 

He liv'd long enough in. power, which he acquir'd 
By falſhood, and exercis'd with tyranny, 

To corrupt the court with the worſt example, 

To debauch the people with the worſt principles, 

And to inſpire em both 
With the moſt dangerous ſchemes of policy, that were 
Ever invented by the moſt wicked, or practis'd 
By the weakeſt part of mankind: _ 
Who were oblig'd to think like fools, before 
They cou'd act like patriots; 
And to facrifice their judgment, to give the ſtrongeſt 
Proof of their affection: 

Who with a tender of their ſervices, were unable 
To make him an offering of their ſenſes, 
Which they had before reſign'd, 

In a compliment to the capacity of their new leader, 
The ſharpneſs of this man's invectives 
Made him but a poor amends for the forfeiture 
Of his allegiance and honour : 

Which, as it added to his vicious reputation, 
Doubled at once his guilt and impiety ; 
Who. was pleas' d with every action 
That augmented his fame, tho at the ſame time 
It derogated from his virtue. 
For, as he had more knowledge than integrity, and the 
Senſe of the ſtateſman far exceeded the uprightneſs 
Of the patriot ; 

The world was convinc'd, that his pernicious ſchemes 
To diſtract his country firſt, in order to enſlave it afterwards, 
Flow'd rather from a perverſeneſs in his will, 

Than any defect or weakneſs in his judgment: 
Which ſhew'd him capable of aſſiſting the nation with 
The beſt counſels; when he was perpetually * employ d 


* See the Report of the Secret Committee, throughout, 


In 
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In a propagation or defence of the worſt. 
This French guardian of our Britiſb liberties, 
Had diſcover'd a myſtic way of breaking the laws 
According to Jaw ; 
Of offending againſt the liberty of the preſs, while he 
Was writing in defence of it ; nay, of violating 
The common rights of mankind, at the ſame time 
When he pretended the warmeſt zeal in the vindication 
Of them, 
He pleaded the intention of the ſtatute againſt 
The letter of it ; and, in the fame page where he appear'd 
A moſt zealous affertor of our freedoms, 
He juſtify'd the ſacrifice of our perſons. 
The dictates of nature, nay of conſcience, being urg'd, 
To defend a violation of national juſtice, 
Nay even of humanity : 
For while he openly inveigh' d againſt the tyranny 
Of legal proſecutions, even of the moſt veteran offenders, 
He publickly avow'd the equity of * extra-judicial puniſoments, 
Nay of murders, and aſſaſſinations; 
of ſacrificing a Britiſh ſubject, 
Without the formality of a trial, an examination, 
Or a verdict, by a Britiſh jury : 
By which infamous doctrine, this loud declaimer 
Againſt arbitrary power, in thoſe who never 
Practisd, and always abhor'd it, put a ſword 
In the hands of diſaffection, and violence 
And gave a commiſſion to the loweſt and meaneſt 
Of his faction, to execute any act of rage, 
Or cruelty, 
Whrinever he wanted their afliſtance to ſatiate 
His revenge, or gratify his reſentment : 
This pitying ſtateſman, who ſhed his ſorrows 
Weekly over the afflictions of his country, 
Who view'd with compaſſion, even the ſufferings of the 
| Guilt 
{And the greater the guilt, the Bo ſenſible his compaſſion) 
He, who cou'd not behold, without the moſt tender 
Commiſeration, a + criminal puniſh'd, tho' in a much 
Gentler manner than the law directed, 


* Character of Rufinus, and others + Trial of Francklin, 


Cou'd 
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Cou'd yet calmly plan the deſtruction of the ableſt 
Miniſter, the wiſeſt and moſt upright ſubject, 
„„ In Great Britain, 

Without the leaſt degree of regret, or compunction, 
Nay, with gladneſs, with triumph, and exultation: 

Exciting the people to acts of barbarity and violence, 

By weekly panegyricks upon inſurrections and murders ; 

Where the victhns were pointed out in the plaineſt 
Manner, he had deſtin'd for a ſacrifice ; 
Who were ſure to be perſons of the moſt diſtinguiſh'd 
Character, for their wiſdom, their integrity, and 
PE Their honour: 
Virtues which he never poſſeſsd, 
And which therefore he always hated ; 
As they check'd him in the progreſs of his iniquities, 
And often fruſtrated the intentions of that guilt, 
Which they had never power to eradicate 
From ſo harden'd a boſom, 

It was uſual with this man to bemoan the hardſhips 

We felt, and treaſures we exhauſted in a late war, 

When he was trying, at the ſame time, every art 

To widen our diviſions, to expoſe our weakneſs, 
And to engage all the powers in Europe to embroil 

Us in another, 5 

Affecting the warmeſt concern for our peace and ſafety, 
When he was arming every ſubject at home with 
The moſt violent and unjuſt reſentments; 

And every enemy we had abroad, with the moſt 
7.5: 25." l] 88 
Amongſt many other peculiar privileges, he claim'd 

A right of inverting the maxims both of religion 

— i > A monty; - 

And, to effect the deſigns of his revenge, or vanity, 

Cou'd mould the allegiance of one ſubject into a crime, 

And the treaſon of another into a modern virtue. 

He knew how to turn the merits of an enemy into 

His diſgrace ; and the infamy of a friend, into the 

Moſt laudable accompliſhment ; 

Having art and eloquence to repreſent the moſt ruinous 
Projects falutary, and the moſt healing and prudent 
Schemes, deſtructive to the intereſt of the nation: 

Which by his artifice and management 


— 
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Has often applauded ſome, that were meant to ſacrifice, 
And rejected others, which had a direct and 
Natural tendency to make her happy. 
While he exclaim'd at a legal limited military power, 
As arbitrary, and dangerous to our civil freedoms, 
He projected a glorious law, to make that very power 
Abſolute, and ancotittturlitble ; ; 
Without which, no government yet was entirely enſlay'd, 
Or her liberties extinguiſh'd. 
As a paſſion for popularity influenc'd all his 
Actions, his character was an odd mixture 
Of ſeverity and ambition, 
Of pride and humiliation; 
Relying entirely on the ignorance or credulity 
Of the vulgar, for that incenſe and adulation 
They offer'd to his vanity. 

Who wou'd have enjoy'd at leaſt one conſolation, had 
Their leader's deſigns been proſperous, of being deluded 
Firſt, and undone afterwards, 

By the very beſt of their Friends. 

In the whole courſe of this eminent perſon's behaviour, 
He affected rather to be important, than upright ; 

To be a fine ſtateſman, than a good ſubject ; 
To enjoy a fame, than to deſerve it. 

Who wou'd have been much better pleas d with a 
Panegyrick on his parts, than one on bis virtues: 
Eſteeming it a much greater happineſs to be admir'd 
For his genius, than his probity; 

Since one enabled him to be miſchievous, 

The other only to be honeſt; 

Which he look d upon as a much lower accompliſhment; 
And an ornament more proper for a Chriſtian, 

Than a Crafiſman. 
With Cataline, the cloſeſt and moſt dangerous 
Enemy to the Roman ſtate, he violently affected 


The title of a Patriot, and bk the ſame methods „ 


To acquire it: 
For while he ſeem'd ſo ambitious of the name, 
He liv'd a profeſs d enemy to that worth, and thoſe 
Publick virtues, which diſtinguiſh 
And adorn ſo exalted a character. 
As he had many more that flatter'd, than lov'd him, 
B b b And 
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And whv cou'd forgive his vices, as long as they drew 
Any advantages from them, 

He turn'd the neceſſity they lay under of flattering 
His crimes, into a compliment, he imagin'd, they paid 
To his importance : 

All of em ſecretly deteſting that conduct, which their 
Hearts muſt abhor, at the ſame time when their tongues 
Were applauding. 

That reputation, which by his ſubtil arts he gain'd 
Amongſt the vulgar, was the mere effect of the 
Prejudices of ſome few to the government, the partiality 

Of others, and the depravity of all 
Who muſt be tinctur d with ſome degrees of that 
Guilt themſelves, which they cou'd admire, 

Or forgive in others. 

He reconcil'd himſelf often to his moſt inveterate 
Enemies, not to ſerve their deſigns, but his own purpoſes; 
Not to gratify their hopes, 

But his own ambition, or cruelt, 
Courting the intereſt of thoſe men, while be deſpis'd 
Their weakneſs ; and deriding their credulity, 

At the ſame time when he courted their favour, 
He was able to conquer the ſtrongeſt averſions 
Of his nature, to indulge the impulſe of his 
Paſſion: 

When he reſolv'd to ſacrifice a friend he envy'd, 
Or an enemy he hated. 

This upright, this ador'd, this conſcientious 
Patriot, was, at one time, a penſioner 
To the King of France, an agent for the Pretender, 
And a firſt miniſter to the crown of England; 

And, as it ſerved the ends of his own private intereſt, 
Or ambition, by turns deluded, or betray'd each of em. 
Tho' in this, however, he ſhew'd ſome regard to juſtice, 
That he was equally unjuſt, and perfidious to em all; 
So that you had nothing to dread ſo much as this 
Man's enmity, except his friendſhip, 

Which was more dangerous, 
As the engines choſe for your deſtruction 
Were always more conceal'd and ſecret. 
During the exerciſe of his fatal greatneſs, he never 
Conſented to any one 55. that did not diſhonour his 


Prince, 
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Prince, injure his country, and oblige 
The nation's very worſt enemies. 
Who placed all their hopes of enſlaving England in this 
Man's promotion, and loſt em in his diſgrace and exile. 
He was treacherous in every truſt he accepted; 
Falſe to every engagement he enter'd into; 
And unfaithful to every prince and ſtate 
To whom he had vow'd fidelity and allegiance. 
By the ſcandalous peace he concluded in the very 
Midſt of our triumphs, which gave 
The victor ſhame, and the vanguiſb d glory, 
We ſubmitted at once to a reſignation of our conqueſts, 
The ſacrifice of our honour, the forfeiture of our 
Credit, and the total extinction almoſt of 
Our national virtue: 
Britain at this day labouring under a ſucceſſion 
Of evils, entail'd on us, and our poſterity, by this man's 
Ignorance or 1niquity. . 
England truſted him, and was ſold; 
France receiv d him, and was bubbled; 
The Chevalier entertain d him, and was pillag'd ; 
Always buying his peace with one prince, by ſome 
Act of treachery or falſhood to another: 
Making his very crimes, a mark of his repentance; 
And his laſt guilt, an atonement for his former; 
And therefore the ſureſt way of making him your friend, 
Was to engage him in the ſervice of your enemy; 
To whom, you were ſure, he could not continue 
e Long faithful; 
Gravely affecting an appearance of that ſincerity 
He never practis d; and that nice honour he always 
Hp Derided, 
He could pardon, nay applaud the baſeneſs of 
One man, if he could turn it to his advantage; 
* And openly arraign the virtues of another, if they 
Obſtructed the views of his pride and ambition. 
In all his conduct being more influenced by _ 
The advantages of an action, than the juſtice of it; 
And if he found it uſeful, his heart always 
Suggeſted that it muſt be upright. 
Being too ſhrew'd a caſuiſt to drop a deſign, 
Or decline an enterprize, only becauſe 
— — It 
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It was wicked and diſhonourable, 

He ranſack'd the hiſtories of every age and nation, 

For governments the moſt cruel, oppreſſive, and tyrannical ; ; 
To repreſent the moſt mild, the moſt juſt, 
And merciful : 
Marking in capitals, and Italicks, the baſe King, 
Or the wicked Favourite ; and leaving it to ingenious 

Malice, to make the application. 

Theſe bold and invidious parallels he publiſh'd weekly, 
With no other intention, but to incenſe the people againſt 
Thoſe perſons who had ſollicited his pardon ; 

And againſt that very prince, who gave him a life 

Which his repeated treaſons had often forfeited : 

And no wonder he treated his ſovereign with ſo much 
Indignity, ſince the virtues of ſo good a prince muſt. 
Always be hateful to ſo wicked a ſubject; who reſoly'd 
Never to forgive him, becauſe he refus'd to add 

Injuſtice to mercy, 
And perſiſted, never to reward that guilt, 
He was once ſo indulgent to pardon. 
This ſteddy, regular, uniform Patriot, in the courſe 
Of a few years, had headed as many factions 
A4 As he had ſerv'd maſters: 
For he careſs'd by turns the V big, the Tory, 
The Diſſenter, the Facobite, and Papiſt; 
That glorious and natural coalition, which he had 
The honour of forming and perfecting; * 
With this only intention 
(Which was at laſt diſcovered) 
To gratify, by their intereſt, his own aſpiring ambition, 
And afterwards to deſert and laugh at em all. 
He boldly pronounc'd all thoſe meaſures weak, or wicked, 
Which were concerted with the greateſt prudence 
To ſtrengthen the government, to preſerve its peace, and 
To battle thoſe ſchemes, which with much art, but 
More wickedneſs, were contriv d for its deſtruction: 
While the very ſame conduct, which diſtinguiſh'd a good 
Subject in one reign, began, in this ſtateſman's opinion, 
To defame him in another : 
And was now intended to lead us directly into ſlavery, 
Which for forty years paſt had preſerv'd us from it : 
A power of diſpenſing with laws, and acting! in a 
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Strict conformity to them, being in this writer's judgment 
| The very ſame action. 
He corrupted the moſt proſtitute ſlaves of his faction 
To declaim weekly againſt corruption : 
And by the ſtrongeſt influences that can 
Biaſs human nature, brib'd his ſervile agents 
To bawl out againſt miniſterial bribery : 
Arraigning thoſe meaſures as criminal, which every 
Wiſe government has ever choſen to reward its beſt friends ; 
And which he himſelf had taken, to engage in 
His ſervice, the nation's very worſt enemies. 
We obſerv'd in this perſon a peculiar talent of 
Exerting his publick virtues: 
He ſhew'd a veneration for his prince's wiſdom, 
In a conſtant oppoſition of his meaſures ; 
And a load of invectives againſt his counſels : 
He made known his facred regard for the royal character, 
By perpetually defaming the throne, or deriding it. 
His affection for the government was demonſtrated 
By an open diſturbance of her peace, a bold contempt 
Of her authority, and a regular uniform deriſion 
Of her juſteſt and wiſeſt determinations. 9 5 
Rejoicing at every fortunate event that ſeem'd to threaten 
His country with calamity or danger: | 
Never ſo fortunate, as when he beheld her in diſtreſs ; 
Never ſo wretched, as when he ſaw her great and proſperous ; | 
In ſpite of his own unwearied endeavours 
To make her miſerable. 
'Tho' he had given many undoubted proofs of a fine genius, 
And an extenſive knowledge, 
Yet, in many inſtances of his conduct, we ſuffer'd as much 
By the weakneſs, as the wickedneſs of his policies. 
The events of which left it doubtful, 
Whether his counſels were more impotent or pernicious ; 
If his country ſuffered more by his ignorance, or iniquity ; 
By his want of experience, or want of honour. _ 
When the nation, at a vaſt expence, had quieted thoſe tumults 
He openly encourag'd, he repreſented thoſe taxes 
Burthenſom and illegal, rais'd by law, to ſuppreſs 
_—_— His own rebellions, 
And defeat the defects of his own dangerous conſpiracics : 
Exclaiming at a few gratuities allow'd to our firmeſt 
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Friends, who had himſelf reſign'd up whole provinces | 
To our greateſt enemies. 
For he made a preſent of Spain to France ; of India to 
Spain; of a conqueror to a captive ; of a victorious 
To a vanquiſh'd enemy : 

Surrendering up our fame, our honour, our commerce, 
The glorious rewards of twenty ſucceſsful campaigns, 
Purchas'd with ſeas of blood, and millions of treaſure, 
To his own private intereſt and ambition. 

The faithful friends of Britain he betray'd, 

Or facrific'd ; 

The dangerous enemics of Britain he encourag'd and 
Supported; the wealth and treaſure of Britain 
He conſum'd and exhauſted. 

Defrauding the nation, at one time, of almoſt 
* Thirty thouſand pounds, which he ſeiz'd for his own private uſe, 

And charg d to the publick ſervice. 
Doing greater injuries to his country by his wicked counſels, 
Than France was ever able to do by her 

Policies, her fleets, or her armies : 
Who rely'd on the treachery of an Engliſbman 
For the deſtruction of England; and had 
No other aſſurances for the ſucceſs of her ſchemes and negotiations, 
But this patriot's perfidiouſneſs; 
By whoſe friendſhip, and ſecret endeavours, they were 
Carried on; oft became fatal, and proſper d: 

Having almoſt finiſh'd a peace with the miniſters of that nation, 
| When the law made it high-treaſon even to correſpond with them. 
In peace, he was an admirer of war; in war, a promoter of peace; 
Always determined to oppoſe every meaſure which his prince, 
The miniſtry, and even the whole legiſlature approv'd of; 
Without any other reaſon for his oppoſition. 

He was unable to ſupport, with a becoming decency, 
Either his good, or his bad fortune; 
For he wanted temper to bear his diſgraces with 
Fortitude, or his honours with moderation. 
Being the moſt inſolent creature in the poſſeſſion of 
Power; and the moſt abject, or turbulent, when he loſt it. 
80 that his unhappy country was doom'd to ſuffer equally, 
By his meanneſs and exaltation ; 
By his fraud and perfidiouſneſs when a firſt miniſter ; 
By his rage and ſedition when a diſcarded traitor. 


See the Report of the Secret Committee. 
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He made uſe of his learning, to deprive other people of their 
Senſes; of his parts, to turn others into fools, or madmen; 
His proſelytes (oftner converted by reſentments, than reaſon) 
Who were oblig'd firſt to condemn themſelves, 

And arraign their paſt conduct as ſilly or wicked, 
Before they cou'd pardon, or pronounce his meaſures 
Either wiſe or honourable : 

No man ever headed a faction, or oppos'd a government 
With a greater deſire, or capacity, ta do it a miſchief : 

For he had a genius form'd to contrive, 
A reſolution fitted to proſecute, 

And a heart inur'd to perpetrate the baſeſt actions: 
Never deterr'd by the danger, or iniquity, of any 
Enterprize, from attempting to commit it : 

For if the guilt was great, he concluded the glory wou'd 

Be greater, if he ſucceeded ; or the defeat more 
Pardonable, if he miſcarried, 10 5 
A thouſand facts he reſolvd to maintain, without ſhame, 
| Which he had aſſerted, and publiſh'd before, 
Againſt probability : 3 
Being determin'd never to relinquiſh a falſhood which 
He had once contriv'd and propagated ; for if it injur'd 
An enemy, or leflen'd his character, or virtue, 
It executed its commiſſion with honour, 
And cou'd not be baſe, becauſe it was uſeful. 
In the contentions he maintain'd with the glorious aſſertors 
Of our liberty and happineſs, he was always favour'd with the 
Applauſe of the vulgar, the prejudic'd, and the diſcontented, 
His great, if not his only admirers : 
In whoſe learned opinion he was always juſt, upright, 
| And victorious. 2 
Tho' he had ambition enough to aſpire at the higheſt 
Employments, he had never virtue ſufficient to diſcharge 
The meaneſt with integrity. | 
So that every acceſſion to his greatneſs became 
Dangerous to the true intereſt of his country ; 
As he always employ'd it in a violation of her 
Freedom, her happineſs, or her glory. 
As if by an odd ambition he aſpir'd to be great, only 
To be miſchievous ;. and coveted greater power, to be 
More falſe, more cruel, and more oppreſſive: 
He became a profeſs d rebel to a prince to whom he had 
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Sworn fidelity; and a friend to an uſurper, he had moſt 
Solemnly, tho' falſly, abjur'd, 
Owing the greateſt honours of his paſt life, to a 
Conduct, which wou'd have ſentenc'd any other ſubject in 
Europe to a ſcaffold ; an ignominy, which he often 
Threatned to thoſe very perſons, who had ſav'd him from it. 
The ſovereign, for whom he gravely profeſs'd the higheſt 
Veneration, had not an enemy in his kingdom, but 
This man ador'd him ; nor a faithful friend, whom 
He did not hate, traduce, or perſecute. 
Admitting none into his confidence, or councils, who had 
Not firſt merited ſuch a peculiar favour, by a due want 
Of allegiance and fidelity: 
And who deſerv'd his friendſhip and onion, 
By often inſulting the royal name, to obtain, 
With him, a title to the royal favour. 
It was uſual to hear this man boaſting the tendereſt regard 
For his prince's intereſt, in that very page where he was infecting 
His ſubjects with principles of diſloyalty ; arming them 
With the unjuſteſt reſentments againſt his perſon, 
And the moſt plauſible pretenſions to oppoſe his government, 
And weaken his title. 
Suggeſting often, on his fide, a breach of thoſe ſtipulations, 
By a ſtrict obſervance of which he held his crown. 
Whoſe character he injur'd leſs by his open cenſures, 
Than his ridiculous adulations and panegyricks : 
Which tho his hand publiſh'd, his heart cou'd never dictate ; 
Which inſpir'd him only to hate, 
But never to praiſe, with fincerity. 
Thus, while his very loyalty was ſeditious, his duty 
Treaſonable, and his friendſhip dangerous, the nation 
Suffer d leſs by other men's vices, 
Than this man's piety : 
Which was as much to be dreaded by the throne, as his 
Hatred, or reſentment; which cou'd never do it more miſchief 
Than his pretended affection. 
He pleaded loud for the frequency of parliaments, whoſe members 
He inſulted, and whoſe legal privileges he attempted to annihilate. 
Whoſe rights were ſacred, while he hop'd for any advantage 
From their favour and ſuffrages : 
But became empty and chimerical when he found 
Their power turn'd againſt him, 
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An advocate in his writings for the glory of that King, whoſe 
Perſon he had libell'd, and whoſe juſt prerogative he had invaded. 
A zealous defender of that ſuceeſſion, 

Which he rais'd a rebellion to defeat, 

Which he often endanger'd, and always hated; 
Bemoaning the errors of a Popiſh prince, as fatal to our 
N ational happineſs, in that very page where he juſtify'd 

he neceſſity, and own'd the bleſſings of a revolution. 
The fincereſt friend of that government he took a 
Pleaſure to diſtreſs ; and to that happy conſtitution 
He ſtrove ſo often. to tear in pieces. 
Inſpir'd by a mixture of great pride, and greater cruelty, to 
Sacrifice the peace, the intereſt, the ſecurity, and every 
Other bleſſing of a brave, but infatuated people, 
To the impulſe of private rage, paſſion, 
And diſappointment. 
Always meaning Hingelf, whenever he mention'd 
The publick, which was in the moſt imminent danger 
Of being ruin'd, whenever ſhe rejected his ſchemes, 
Or derided his policies: 
Suggeſting often a deſign in his enemies to reſtrain the liberty 
Of the preſs; a falſhood, which his own treaſonable writings 
Sufficiently confuted ; 

Since his own impunity declar'd that freedom boundleſs 
And unlimited, which ſuffer'd. him fo long to ſcatter his 
Poiſon, and propagate his ſeditious doctrines, 

"= Without cenſure or correction: 
By his treachery, he facrific'd our confederates at home; 

By his raſhneſs, or ignorance, our fleets abroad ; 

Which, with a private view to his own advantage, he engag' d 
In a deſperate, and a dangerous * expedition in unknown ſeas, 
Which was reſolv'd upon without judgment, carried on 
Without caution, and finiſh'd without ſucceſs, 
Except to himſelf, and our enemies : 

Who began now to dread but little from that nation, Who 

Had choſen ſuch pilots to ſteer her councils. 
Being recall'd at laſt from exile, where his guilt 
And his treaſons had driv'n him, by an a& 
That had more lenity than prudence, more good nature 
Than policy, to recommend it ; 
This grateful, this pardon'd criminal, employ d the remains 
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Of a wicked life, in an exertion of the moſt deſperate revenge 
Againſt that indulgent prince and family, who had conſented 
To forgive, and reſtore him. 

Having this quality as ſingular, as infamous in his temper, 
That he as ſeldom pardon'd his friends for the good offices, 
As his enemies, for the unkind ones 

They ever did him. 
Which made it as dangerous almoſt to oblige this man, 
As to provoke another. 
Since he had a genius, that cou d turn a favour into an injury: 
And, from a kind intention, draw a pretence for a revenge, 
At leaſt a reſentment. 
After a fatal recovery of his liberty, which moſt men 
Foreſaw wou'd endanger that of his country, 
We beheld with aſtoniſhment an abandon'd faction 
Paying, and a fugitive from juſtice receiving, adorations: 
And greater deference paid to the judgment of one 
Britiſh criminal, than the ſenſe of a whole Bri#:/þ parliament, 
We heard, with an equal mixture of ſhame and indignation, 
A rebel dictating to kings and ſenates; an incendiar 
Applauded for his faith and allegiance; a traitor 
Pitch'd upon to give laws to the Britiſh legiſlature, and 
Determine the rights of a free people; in danger often 
Of being betray'd into the vileſt ſlavery, 
By thoſe plauſible, but pernicious ſchemes, 


Which pretended to ſecure their properties, to recover their loſt freedom, 


And reſtore them to their former happineſs : 
| Bleflings, which were often endanger'd by this Patriots 
Virtues ; and happily ſecur'd, by the guilt and 
Ignorance of thoſe who oppos'd him. 
After a life of ſo much infamy to himſelf, and ſo much 
Miſchief to his injur'd country, he had one only way left 
Of attoning for his manifold offences to her, 
And that was - by dying. 
This happily reſtor'd to the Prince the affection of his ſubjects, 
And to the ſubject the love of their ſovereign : 
Reviving once more that mutual confidence between 'em, 
Which this man's wicked practices had long obſtructed, 
And by ſome invidious diſtinctions, almoſt totally deſtroy d. 
On this marble then, leſs ſmooth than his deceiving tongue, 
And ſofter than his ſtony heart, let the memory of this 
Britiſh Patriot for ever flouriſh: 
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Who for many years, with equal malice and . obſtructed 
Every wiſe and prudent ſcheme, calculated for our intereſt and 
Security ; and encouraged every deſperate attempt 
That threatned to diſtreſs, to diſhonour, or enſlave us, 
Whoſe conduct left the nation this only choice, to reject his counſels, 
Or her own welfare and ſafety ; 

Either to get rid of him - or periſh by him. 


A Supplement to a late excellent poem, entitled, 
Are theſe Things ſo ? 


Addreſd to the KING. 
' HILE Europe's various realms your virtues own, 
And aſk a daughter each to guard her throne; 
Proud from your hand to take the noble dow'r 
Of birth and fame, of beauty and of pow'r; . 
By turns, while nations throng your envy'd iſle 
To learn where war ſhall rage, or peace ſhall ſmile; : 
What ſtates ally'd, from terror ſhall be freed ; 
What foe, that bids your arm defiance, bleed! 
Your fleets, when jarring pow'rs contend for ſway, 


Deciding which ſhall rule, and which obey ! 


Say then, ſhall cenſure wound, or pride diſown, 
Thoſe virtues which ſupport and grace your throne? 
Impair that noble worth, or fame depreſs, 
Given by indulgent heaven to fave and bleſs; 
How fair the luſtre of that fov'reign's crown, 
Whoſe dangers only ſpring from his renown ? , 
| Ccc 2 Tos 
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Too weak the eye of envy to ſuſtain 


That light it pours around, without a pain! 


Which in her King ſhe oft is forc'd to view, 


At once with wonder, and with ſadneſs too; 
Tho' prone to rage, and wiſhful to rebel, 


Curſing her heart, becauſe it likes ſo well; 


In vain the hero, father, friend, inſpires ; 


She ſees, and weeps - and as ſhe ſighs, admires, 


By his great worth the Fury wretched made ; 


Repining o'er that fame ſhe cannot ſhade ! 


Ir then Sedition lifts her ſnaky | head, 


From thy firm heart, ah, baniſh ev ry dread | 


What has the conſcious upright breaſt to fear 

From the baſe ſword, or from the rebel-ſpear ? 
While Britain's Genius round its fav'rite King 
Holds its ſtrong ſhield, and throws his guardian wing; 


Still watching round his couch with pious care, 


When fraud contrives, or falſhood plans the ſnare ; ; 
Blunts ev'ry ſhaft that treaſon wou'd convey 
To his loy'd breaſt or turns the point away. 


To fill her motley liſt, and madding train, 
Let Faction then ſelect the blind and vain; 
From Hockley chuſe her hero's to out-ſhine, 


Thy daſtard troops, oh J/ - de- and C- the = rt thine! 


A mur- 
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A murmuring tribe, whom God cou'd never pleaſe; 

Now loud for war; and panting now for peace! 

The ſelf- ſame ſcheme by turns the beſt and worſt, 
Bleſſing to day, what yeſterday they curſt ; 

Fond of thoſe ills that prudence bids us ſhun ; 

Quite ſtarv'd in plenty - and by wealth undone - 

Reſoly'd that nothing ſhall be juſt, or wiſe, 

Till C- - m's reaſons open G 7ge's eyes. 


AT Britains envy d fate let theſe repine; 
Each warlike-hand, and upright heart is thine * 
The libel ſcorn, in cells and grotto's nurſt; 
Inſpir d by hunger now, and now by thirſt; x 
The two kind muſes which aſſiſt their lay, 
And teach em how to ſing, and what to fay ; 
Prompted to write the meagre lifeleſs ſtrain 
Oft by the belly - ſeldom by the brain ; 

With the coarſe offals of a ſhamble fed, 


And lying weekly for their daily bread, 
The copy pawn 'd/- before the verſe is read ; 


To-morrow feeding (ſuch the hungry lay) 
On the lean ſcraps and leavings of 70-day. 


Is Majeſty fo low cou'd er deſcend 
To read thoſe lines, by want or envy penn'd ; 
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By wiſdom guarded let em view thy chrone, 
And tremble at the virtue they diſown. 


Place thy great Parent's courage up to view, 

And the ſame fame, by deeds as fair purſue; 

Who with that generous love that did inſpire 

The monarch's boſom, mix'd the hero's fire; 

In ev'ry action brave, as well as wile, 5 

Who ſhew'd the King that pardon'd, cou'd chaſtiſe; 
That the ſame eye with pity which look'd down 
On guilt ſo oft, if ſeorn'd, cou'd wear a frown ; 
Correct the madneſs of a guilty iſle, 


And into vengeance turn a ; monarch s ſmile. 


Hz x enſigns then let treaſon wave on high, 


Deride, or view em with a hero's eye; 

Shew her thy fleets o'er all the ocean ſpread ; 

Thy realm's protection, and each rival's dread ; 
Unable to endure their thunder's ſound ; 

And Spain's proud turrets ſmoaking on the ground. 
While haughty Gaul, that fain with ſcorn wou'd view 
Thy navy's ſtrength, beholds with terror too : | 
| Whoſe ſchemes and counſels give thy breaſt no pain; 
Not dampt, but viſing o er her king's diſdain. 
Shew her baſe troops their madneſs to reſtrain 


Thy legions crown'd, and Preſton's fatal plain; 
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Shew her the glorious field with ſlaughter red, 
Where her gay coward- troops beheld - and fled; 
Where Britain's loyal bands, and warlike ſpear, 
Shook her mock-king and perjur d bands with fear. 


And yet a ſtronger terror to impart, 


Shew her, great Prince, your own intrepid heart; 
Where the ſad eye may read, o'erwhelm'd with woe, 


A ſcorn and pity for each abject foe. 

The gifts united in thy royal mind, 

And mercy in one breaſt, with courage join d; 
Calm in each trial, midſt all dangers brave; 
By wiſdom guided when to cruſh or ſave; 
When the keen ſword of juſtice to withhold; 
Jo raiſe the ſuppliant, or chaſtiſc the hold; 


More pleas d in ev'ry action to fulfil i 


The dictates of his honour, than his will; 


To act the father's, than the fov'reign's part, 
And rather mend, than break the ſtubborn heart. 


Say, faithful muſe, for thy diſcerning eyes 
Can trace hypocriſy through each diſguiſe; 
When cloath'd with duty, or bedew'd with grace, 
It ſkulks behind the patriot's lying face; 

In a ſmooth phraſe, acts well the traitor's part ; 
Love on her tongue, and treach'ry at her heart. 


Say, 
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Say, in each realm what numbers thou haſt ſeen 
Made righteous by reſentment, or by ſpleen; 


By pious wants whoſe morals ſtrangely mend; 

In place, the king's - when out, their country's friend; 
A kind repulſe, a lucky diſcontent, 

Has to the ſoul its virtues often lent; . 

Fill d it with parts and piety all oer, 

Darkned with guilt, or dulneſs curſt before. 

Celſies grew learned, upright, juſt, and wile, 

Soon as the poſt he loſt had clear'd his eyes; 
Found, the firſt moment fortune threw her dart, 
Freſh virtues budding round his faintly heart. 

His honour with his croſſes ſtill begins, 8 

He looſes firſt his place, and then his ſins . 

In the firſt moment of his fame's decay, 

One after one, which kindly die away: 

The ſtateſman like the ſnake in vernal air, 

Which drops his coat, to ſhew more ſleek and fair ; z 
Ill luck compleating what his good begun, 

He ne'er was half ſo wiſe - as when undone ; A 
Keen in each ſheet, his ſatire's ſting he owes 

Jo the kind rage and malice of his foes; 

Who long conceal'd, bring his rich gifts to light, 
Their ſmiles not half fo uſeful as their ſpite : 

So great a foe to reaſon's ſeeing clear 

Are penſions - and twelve thouſand pounds a year 
How 
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How bold a champion then had freedom loſt, 

Had George ſtill ſmil'd - and Ceſſus held his poſt ? 
Lov'd by his prince, and truſted with a place, 

He ſtill had wanted courage, parts, and grace 
His ſenſe conceal'd - a Journal ſeldom wrot ; 
Unmark'd the hero, and the ſage forgot! 
How dearly ſhou'd he prize the valu'd hour, 
To give him fame, that robb'd him of his pow'r ? 
With the lov'd change the convert more than bleſt, 
To live by courts deſpis'd - by fools careſs d. 


Fox glories vaniſh'd, give his heart no pain; 
They purify the ſoul, and purge the brain; 
Pour light into the mind, with clouds O ercaſt, 
And help it to relent for frailties paſt ; N 
Theſe may the man, but not his worth diſplace, 3 * 
Who nobly ſoars to glory through diſgrace | 
Hear him now ſpeak - his periods cut ſo keen, 
Horace, you'd ſwear, had taught in Aberdeen ; 
From Rome, that Glaſcow had receiv d her rules, 
And Tully water d Scotia's learned ſchools ; 
Brought eloquence and arts again in vogue, 

And baniſh'd thence her dulneſs and her brogue. 
By courts unheeded, now he joys to view | 
All truth with him, and wiſdom baniſh'd too; 


D d d 
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His wretched king of ev'ry mail afraid; 
j By foes inſulted, and by friends betray'd ! 


Our counſels all, or weakneſs, or miſtake; 


And of our guides, not one in twelve awake. 
The venal mitre clubbing with the crown 
To fix our chains, and pull fair freedom down ; 
| Amaz'd the giddy nation does not find 
| The prince deluded, and the people blind L 
His country by thoſe ſchemes to ruin brought, 
Which he himſelf, not yet enlighten'd, taught. 


f | Nox Curio's fame, forgetful muſe, deſpiſe ; 
= From Fortune's frown, like Celſus, growing wile : 
His gratitude confeſs, and virtues own, 

Sav'd from a ſcaffold, to direct a throne |! 

Who breaks himſelf, the better to contrive 

New ways, how frugal ſtates may live and thrive. 


Now in each packet from the South or Eaſt, 
'4 He brings home peace or war as ſuits him beſt ; 
| | Without or ſeas, or wind, his couriers fail ; 
Fame ſpreads the news, and fame brings o'er the mail; 
He forms her tales, and keeps her ſcouts in pay, 
And prompts her what to ſwear, or what to ſay ; 
A proper office for each tongue ſupplies, 
One hir'd for truth - and ten to prattle lies; 
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The court in fault, whate er its flatt'rers ſay, 
That troops will eat, and captains will have pay; 
That wicked armies food and cloathing need, 
When dry and hungry, that they drink and feed; 
While each convincing Journal makes it plain, 
This ſcheme was weak - that boaſted treaty vain; 
Reſolv'd, till he again the nation ſteers, 

That all ſhall blunder - Commons, Kings, and Peers. 
Sad Britains woes in weekly rhimes deplor'd, 

Till 7 - bþþ - le is remov'd, or James reſtor d; 
Till Rome once more ſets happy England right, 
And all our ills are cur'd by George's flight. 


Ly then cloſe cabinets no more pretend 
New ſchems to offer, or the old ones mend; 
Senates no more in conſultations meet, 

Sound wiſdom ſhines alone in Curio's ſheet ! 

Who judges can direct, in courts preſide ; 
Inſtru& the prelate, and the ſov'reign guide; 
Praiſe Spain's * tribunal, and propoſe from thence 
To hang - without a witneſs, or offence. 

The time exact, and ſeaſons can deſcribe, 

When 'tis a virtue, when a fin to bribe ; 

How long a patriot may a fraud purſue, 

How long an author lie - and yet be true? 


* The Spaniſh Viſita, or State-inquife ion, propos'd once by the Crafiſman to be intro- 
duced into England; in which no criminal is to now the perſon who accuſes him. 
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22 
For what juſt cauſes realms a king may light, 
Swear on two ſides - and yet in both be right. 


With reaſons ſtor'd, to arm the learned throng 
Againſt the ſtate, when ſenates lead em wrong; 
Falſe notions in their head who wou'd inſtil, 
And teach em to be true - againſt their will. 
Pleas'd in more myſtic ſcience to excel; 

From love, to curſe - from duty to rebel: 

To prove themſelves good ſubjects to a ſtate, 
They lily ſcorn, or elſe ſincerely hate; 
Till now, the patriot-ſcheme ſcarce underſtood, 
Of nurſin g private feuds for public good ; 

In pure allegiance gainſt the throne to fight, 
And jarring ſtates by diſcord to unite. 


Wirk Curio's ſchemes, oh muſe, and manners tir'd, 

To others haſte, by wit and want infpir'd ; 
From their lov'd libel never let 'em part, 

Since ey'ry curſe each night brings in a quart. 

Still in ſpruce couplets let pert M- I= r deal, 

And rather want a conſcience, than a meal ; 

How woud the prieſt ſupport his tatter'd pride, 

Did not the muſe a roſe and band provide ; 

A kind lampoon his gaping gown repair 

Much better than a colle&, or a pray'r ? 


Ah, 
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Ah, let not 2 A miſs his lean reward 
(Something between a bellman and a bard) 
Stop you the torrent of his patriot-ink, 
How muſt he dine to day, to morrow drink ? 
Unleſs in verſe each week ſome courtier bleed, 
Ah how can R - - h be cloath'd, or G -- rie feed? 
Who ends his ſheet with ſcandal, and begins - 
Lives well fix days in ſeven upon his ſins. 
Give him a miniſter to ſtab or curſe, 
You cure his * itch at once, and fill his purſe. 
Bleft with a guinea in his time of need, 
A coin he never touch'd beyond the Tweed 
Wou'd not a piſtol better much ſupply 
The Hockley-chief with money, than a lie ? 
(In battles than in books much better read, 
And favage, as the bulls and bears he fed) 
Since thoſe who dread a ſword, may yet fulfil 
The ruffian's aim, and murder with a quill: | 
The pen's much fafer than the piſtol's blaſt, 
Since courage is requir'd to cock the laſt: 
The trembling heart may libel, lie, and write; 
And cowards may defame, who cannot fight. 
Whoſe bleſt ſucceſſion never is to die, 
While Hounſlow's plains can Hockley s ſtage ſupply. 

Lr him unheeded then his doggrel ſquirt, 
Stinking and ſtale, made up of dung and dirt? 


* Lues Scotica, Nau ſeou 5 
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Nauſeous, and only by our noſes fear'd, 

Drawn from thoſe ſties and jakes he often clear'd. 
Shirtleſs he ſleeps one day i in garret mean, 

To view the next his ſleeves and ruffles clean ; 
Chuſing, with owls, in darkneſs to compoſe, 


And hoot by night - to ward off duns and blows. 


From theſe, ah prudent muſe, retire in time, 


E'er poiſon'd with the ſteams of baleful rhime ! 


To other names for healing balm repair ; ; 

Their conduct wiſe, their actions great and fair! 
From the baſe crowd ſele& each injur'd name, 
Rivals in virtue, and ally d in fame; 


Where nations to protect, and FIN pleaſe, 
Nature with art, and force conſpires with eaſe ; 


Their hearts to awe, and faving zeal reſtrain, 


From envy launc'd her keeneſt ſhafts in vain; 
(Juſt like the Pelian dart her weapon's found, 
Which guiltleſs ſtrike, and heal whate'er they wound) 


Pleas'd only when their country's {miles are gain 'd 
By wholſome laws, or injur'd rights maintain'd ; 


Their worth by ev'ry grateful voice confeſt ; 
Fear'd by the impious - by the upright bleſt. 

A conſcious joy whoſe boſom ne'er cou'd prove, 
But from a ſenate's thanks, or nation's love; 

From prudent ſchemes, to fave their country caſt ; 


For glory hop'd - or god-like actions paſt. 
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Each arm'd with powers of reaſon and of art, 

To melt the cold, and ſhake the ſtubborn heart; 

A triumph oer their country's foes to gain ; 

To quell the bold, and undeceive the vain. 
WAILE theſe, lov'd Prince, ſurround thy guarded throne, 

And bleſs thy courage, and thy wiſdom own; ; 

With them thy future fame and glories truſt ; 

And to be great, to theſe be only juſt. 

Grac'd by thy ſmile, and proud of thy command, 

See there thy Pellh - mms riſe, and H - rv - ys ſtand; 

A Cbolm ey born the ſtateſman's line to grace, 

A Richm - nd to prolong the Patriot-race ; : 

Learn'd Atticus again in TV- rk adord, 

And Cato's worth in O»fl - w's fame reſtor'd ; 

The wreath from Tu/ly's brow by Walp le won, | q 

And Rome's beſt plans by Britain's ſchemes outdone. 1 
Ir then ſedition wou'd thy peace annoy, ” 4 

Neglect her arts - to ſcorn, is to deſtroy ; 

Let the ſmooth falſhood paſs unheeded by ; 


Place i is the aim - when freedom is the cry ; 


Search to the ſoul the ſtateſman's leering wile, 
And meaſure not the duty by the ſmile; 
This may deceive, and act the kindeſt part, 
When fraud inſpires, or treaſon ſwells the heart; 
Shew a pleas d viſage, and a peaceful eye, 
And with a guiſe of truth, conceal a lye. 
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Thine be each breaſt, by faith and duty try d, 

Inſpir d by zeal on truth! s and virtue's ſide; 

The boſom which cou d ner a terror feel 

From the cloſe falſhood, or the threaten d ſteel; 

The patriot's libel, or the traitor's arm; 

| Againſt em both, their upright fame a charm. 

IN Britain's wiſe debates while theſe preſide, 
Guard by their power, and with their counſels guidez 
Give their ov d iſle, its laurels to reclaim, 
A peace with glory, or a war with fame; EO 
To ſully the fair luſtre of thy reign, . | 
Faction conſpires, and force attempts in \ vain ; 


Aw'd by that virtue which each ſubject Sara 
While one her Journal drops, and on her arims. 


So the firm rock deep ſeated in the main, 
Does the loud tempeſt, and the wave diſdain ; . 
Beat by the angry ſurge on ev'ry ſide, EO 

Its ſtedfaſt baſe repels the rolling tide ; 
Drives back the noiſy | billows as they riſe, 
And ſcaters the wild ſeas acroſs the ſkies; £ 
Their empty fury by its ſtrength ſurpaſt, 
And dying - end in froth and foam at laſt. 
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